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GODIVA   DURLEIGH, 

CHAPTEE  I. 

BY    THE    SEA. 

Appaeently  the  concert  had  not  been  a 
complete  success.  One  of  the  principal 
singers  was  not  in  good  voice ;  the 
accompaniments  were  not  all  that  could 
have  been  desired.  But  surely  these 
slight  drawbacks  need  not  have  clouded 
Janet's  brow  and  sharpened  Sybil's 
tongue.  They  took  no  pains  to  conceal 
their  ill-temper.  If  Godiva  was  to  live 
with  them  she  would  have  to  get  used 
to  their  ways.  But,  although  her  cousin 
was    as   gentle    and   courteous    as    ever, 
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there  was  something  in  those  clear, 
speaking  eyes  that  made  Honor  a  little 
ashamed  of  her  sisters. 

*^  They  were  thoroughly  disgusted  last 
night,"  she  explained  to  Godiva.  **  In 
the  first  place,  the  singing  was  not  so 
good  as  usual;  and,  then,  their  pet  aver- 
sion was  sitting  in  front  of  them.  The 
fact  is,  that  society  here  is  getting  rather 
unsatisfactory.  Doubtful  people  are  re- 
ceived and  taken  up,  and  one  doesn't 
know  why." 

"-  Oh,  but  one  does  know  why !  "  cried 
Sybil.  ^^  It's  all  done  by  push ;  they 
won't  accept  a  repulse,  and  won't  see  a 
slight.  Every  one  knows  that  Miss 
Carcie  was  snubbed  all  round  before  she 
was  taken  up." 

^'  I  don't  know  what  the  Dillons  can 
see  in  her,"  exclaimed  Janet,  suddenly 
becoming    eager     and    excited.       "  Her 
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playing  must  torture  their  cultivated 
ears.  And  as  for  her  beauty — very  few 
people  can  honestly  admire  red  hair  and 
a  turned-up  nose  !  Last  night  she  was 
all  eyes  and  teeth." 

*'Well,  I  confess  I  don't  admire  her 
myself,"  said  Honor,  pouring  out  coffee 
with  an  air  of  virtuous  dignity.  ^' 1  do 
like  to  see  propriety  in  a  public  room. 
But,  after  all,  what  can  one  expect  from 
a  girl  of  low  origin  ?  " 

Godiva  thought  of  the  peaceful  break- 
fasts at  Garden  Lodge,  and  sighed;  and 
then  her  memory  went  further  back,  and 
she  recalled  the  breakfasts  in  Bucking- 
ham Street,  her  father's  earnest  talk 
about  the  great  work  that  was  being 
done  in  the  world,  the  piles  of  letters 
and  newspapers,  the  busy  life  waiting 
outside  the  door.  What  a  narrow  sphere 
she  was  in  now  !      It   was   easy  to   see 
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that  it  was  as  full  of  envy,  hatred,  and 
malice  as  narrow  spheres  are  wont  to 
be.  Was  it  right  for  her  to  stay  here, 
she  wondered  passionately?  Elsewhere 
she  might  have  done  good,  but  here  she 
seemed  to  be  powerless.  Their  talk  went 
on,  buzzing  in  her  ears  ;  and  at  last  she 
felt  that  if  they  said  another  word  about 
the  red-haired  girl  she  must  begin  to  sob 
aloud.  The  cause  was  ridiculously  dis- 
proportioned  to  the  effect ;  but  her 
nerves  were  still  weak  from  sorrow  and 
illness.  Presently  the  babble  ceased,  and 
they  rose  from  their  seats. 

*^  Would  you  like  to  go  out  for  a 
walk?"  asked  Honor,  with  her  chilly 
smile.  *^  You  have  only  to  cross  the 
common  to  get  to  the  sea.  I  suppose 
you  want  to  get  to  the  sea  ?  All  Lon- 
doners do." 

Godiva  was  glad  to   escape  from   the 
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house.  Her  unpacking  was  not  finished, 
but  the  desire  for  fresh  air  and  solitude 
was  too  strong  to  be  resisted.  She  was 
quite  sure  that  no  one  would  offer  to 
accompany  her. 

As  she  was  coming  downstairs,  dressed 
for  her  stroll,  a  clear  voice — sweet  and 
powerful — came     ringing     through     the 
drawing-room    and    out    into    the    hall. 
Involuntarily  she  paused  to  listen  ;  Janet 
was  singing  a  German  love-song,  full  of 
tenderness  and   regret,  and  putting  her 
whole  soul  into  the  melody.     Godiva  was 
not  a  musician,  but  her  quick  ear  told 
her  that  this  was  no  ordinary  voice,  and 
no  every-day  singer.      Every  note  rang 
true,  thrilling  her  with  that  strange  de- 
light which  a  beautiful  voice  gives  us — 
a   delight   that   is   so   like   pain   that  it 
stings  us  while  it  enchants.     While  she 
still  lingered  outside  the  open  door,  Sybil 
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crossed  the  hall,  and  gave  her  a  glance 
of  undisguised  contempt. 

^^You  will  soon  get  sick  of  hearing 
her,"  she  said. 

Godiva  did  not  reply.  The  girl's  words 
and  eyes  had  broken  the  spell  of  the 
music,  and  she  hastily  left  the  house. 
As  the  hall  door  closed  behind  her 
Honor  came  out  of  the  breakfast-room 
with  a  look  of  vexation  on  her  face. 

*'Why  do  you  say  such  disagreeable 
things,  Sybil?"  she  asked.  ^*  Godiva 
seems  disposed  to  be  quiet  and  peaceable 
enough.  There  is  no  need  to  let  her  see 
that  you  are  always  on  bad  terms  with 
Janet.    Why  not  keep  up  appearances  ?  " 

**  If  she  is  to  live  here,  one  can't  wear 
company  manners  perpetually,"  said 
Sybil,  sullenly.  ''  She  may  as  well  get 
used  to  us  soon  as  late.  I  wish  she 
w^ould  go  away  again.    I  don't  want  her." 
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*^J  don't  want  her."  Honor  made 
an  expressive  little  movement  of  the 
shoulders.  '*  But  we  have  to  keep  her, 
and  make  the  best  of  her;  yes,  and  we 
must  make  the  best  of  ourselves  too,  if 
we  don't  want  to  be  talked  of  all  over 
Silversea." 

**  You  are  always  thinking  of  what 
people  will  say,"  said  Sybil. 

**  I  wish  you  would  think  a  little  more 
of  what  they  will  say."  Miss  Durleigh 
spoke  with  more  warmth  than  usual. 
**  I  wish  you  would  remember  that  a 
good  many  social  failures  and  successes 
depend  on  people's  tongues.  By-and- 
by  Godiva  will  make  acquaintances,  and 
then  she  will  talk " 

'^  And  speak  against  us,  of  course ! 
That  is  always  the  way  of  dependants," 
cried  Sybil  in  a  rage. 

'^  Hush — do  hush  !  "  said  Honor,  really 
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distressed.  ^'If  papa  could  hear  you  he 
would  be  very  angry.  My  advice  is — 
don't  give  her  anything  to  talk  about. 
We  don't  know  what  is  in  her  yet.  As 
I  said  just  now,  she  seems  quiet  and 
peaceable." 

''  I  believe  she  means  to  toady  Janet," 
Sybil  grumbled  in  a  lower  tone.  *^  Pre- 
tending to  admire  her  singing  1  For 
my  part  I  always  distrust  your  quiet, 
peaceable  girls;  they  are  biding  their 
time  to  sting  you,  like  a  snake  in  the 
grass." 

^'  If  you  are  determined  to  be  quarrel- 
some there  is  no  hope  of  peace,"  sighed 
Honor  resignedly.  *^  But  you  had  better 
not  provoke  papa  too  far ;  he  will  resent 
any  rudeness  to  Godiva." 

Meanwhile  Godiva  was  hurrying  at  full 
speed  across  the  common,  and  making 
a  straight  line  for  the  sea.     She  could 
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not  have  told  why  she  walked  so  fast ; 
unconsciously  she  was  flying  from  the 
troubled  spirits  indoors,  and  going  in 
quest  of  peace.  Behind  her  was  the  long 
white  line  of  stately  villas,  and  in  front 
was  the  esplanade  with  its  carefully  kept 
path  and  numerous  seats.  Many  people 
were  here,  pacing  up  and  down ;  old 
ladies  in  bath-chairs,  young  ladies, 
officers,  children  of  all  sorts  and  sizes 
had  come  out  to  enjoy  the  morning  air. 
Silversea  is  one  of  the  most  popular 
resorts  in  England,  and  although  the 
rush  of  summer  tourists  was  over,  there 
were  scores  of  fashionable  promenaders 
to  be  seen. 

To  the  left  rose  the  grassy  ramparts 
of  the  castle,  and  between  the  stern  old 
fort  and  the  sea  there  was  a  quiet  path- 
way on  the  sea-wall.  The  walkers  were 
fewer    here,    and    Godiva    instinctively 
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turned   from,   the   esplanade,    and   chose 
this  less-freqaented  way. 

Clouds  were  in  the  sky,  hut  they  parted 
here  and  there  to  show  deep  clefts  of 
azure.  The  sea  was  in  its  autumn  mood; 
gentle  and  calm,  a  vast  expanse  of  small 
ripples,  taking  every  conceivable  shade 
of  blue — pale-blue  in  the  sun,  darker 
blue  under  the  cloud,  intense  blue  on 
the  shoals.  Godiva's  eyes  took  in  every 
tint,  and  were  never  weary  of  gazing. 
But  if  its  hues  varied,  its  voice  was 
monotonously  sweet.  Long,  low  waves 
rushed  with  a  swift  quietness  to  the 
pebbly  beach,  and  stole  tenderly  in  and 
out  between  the  piles.  ^'  Hush,  hush  !  " 
said  the  tide  to  the  girl's  throbbing  heart. 

Already  she  was  feeling  soothed  and 
stilled.  This  great  flood  seemed  to  be 
singing  a  solemn  lullaby  to  one  restless 
little  human  soul.     How  strange  it  was 
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that  anything  so  vast  could  speak  so 
gently !  It  was  the  Infinite  softly  mur- 
muring peace  to  the  finite  ;  the  Eternal 
whispering  comfort  to  the  child  of  to- 
day. Godiva  stood  still  and  listened, 
and  let  the  calm  overflow  her  spirit  until 
all  the  bitterness  was  gone. 

Then  her  glance  wandered  off  to  the 
distant  horizon  line,  sharply  drawn. 
Away  to  the  right  extended  the  shores 
of  a  lovely  island,  dimly  purple,  and 
vague  as  a  dream  ;  little  boats  rocked 
on  the  ripples ;  large  ships  lay  motion- 
less ;  yachts  went  sailing  merrily  along. 
The  air  was  full  of  morning  freshness  and 
briny  breezes ;  some  children,  barefooted, 
were  standing  on  the  pebbles,  eager  to 
feel  the  cold  caress  of  the  incoming  tide. 

*'I'm  glad  that  I  came  here,"  she 
thought,  as  she  began  to  move  slowly 
along  the  sea-wall.     *^  If  I  were  ever  so 
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old  and  weary  and  disappointed  with  life, 
I  think  the  sea  would  make  me  feel 
young.  It  will  wear  a  wintry  look  when 
Rex  comes;  I  wish  he  were  here  now." 

The  remembrance  of  Rex  recalled  her 
promise  to  write  to  his  aunts,  and  give  a 
faithful  description  of  her  cousins  and  her 
new  home.  She  did  not  want  to  paint 
too  dark  a  picture  of  the  Durleigh  girls, 
and  resolved  that  she  would  not  say  a 
great  deal  about  them.  It  would  be  easy 
to  fill  her  letter  with  an  account  of  this 
morning  walk ;  she  would  tell  the  Kemples 
that  she  had  made  a  friend  of  the  sea, 
and  foresaw  that  the  intimacy  would  be 
close  and  strong. 

Apparently  there  was  another  girl  who 
had  made  a  friend  of  the  sea  ;  a  tall  girl, 
with  a  supple  figure,  who  stood  still  and 
looked  far  away  to  the  horizon.  There 
was  an  old  man  by  her  side ;    tall,  too, 
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but  bent  under  the  burden  of  years  and 
infirmities.     He  bad  a  clear-cut,  haughty 
face,  and  wore  a  heavy  white  moustache  ; 
an  old  soldier,  every  inch  of  him,    and 
one  who  had  seen  hard  service  in  his  day. 
But  the  girl.     She  did  not  change  her 
pretty  pose  until  Godiva  was  quite  near, 
and  then  she  turned  and  looked  at  the 
Jittle  figure  in  mourning,  an  indifferent 
look,  perhaps,  and  yet  her  eyes  seemed 
to  let  a  sunbeam  slip  out  unawares.     Her 
features,  like  the  old  man's,  were  clearly 
cut;  but  there  was  nothing  hard  in  the 
outlines  of  the  younger  face.    No  haughti- 
ness was  there ;  it  was  as  soft  a  face  as 
ever  was  made,  with  oval  cheeks  rather 
full,  and  a  complexion  of  cream  and  roses. 
She  wore  no  veil,  and  let  the  sea  wind 
blow  upon  her  without  fear;  and  as  she 
stood  there  in  the  fresh  light  of  the  day, 
Godiva  surveyed  her  with  honest  delight, 
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and  could  have  found  it  in  her  heart  to 
exclaim  with  the  Arabs,  "  Praise  Allah 
for  beautiful  women  ! ' ' 

**  We  have  been  out  long  enough,"  said 
the  old  man  in  an  irritable  tone.  *^  It's 
like  you.  Belle,  to  keep  me  here  in  the 
wind  while  you  stand  and  stare  at 
nothing  !     Let  us  move  on." 

His  hand  rested  heavily  on  the  girl's 
strong  arm,  and  it  was  plain  that  he 
needed  her  support.  She  complied  at 
once  with  his  request,  without  any  show 
of  reluctance.  Her  smile,  a  sleepy,  sweet 
smile,  called  forth  by  the  gambols  of  a 
collie,  seemed  to  prove  that  she  was 
happy  in  going  or  staying.  Then  the 
three — old  man,  girl,  and  dog — moved 
slowly  away,  and  Godiva  looked  long 
after  them. 

*'  So  her  name  is  Belle,"  she  said  to 
herself. 
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At  luncheon  the  Durleighs  were  in 
good  sph'its;  Mrs.  Steene  had  run  in,  as 
she  often  did  in  the  mornings,  and  had 
brought  them  a  budget  of  news.  Some- 
body's engagement  was  broken  off ;  some^ 
body  else  had  lost  her  temper,  and  offended 
somebody  who  would  now  become  her 
inveterate  enemy.  Godiva  wondered  what 
there  was  in  all  these  matters  to  give 
them  delight.  No  sea-fish  prisoned  in  a 
glass  tank  ever  felt  more  astonished  and 
uncomfortable  in  finding  itself  in  such  a 
narrow  sphere.  Here  it  was  scarcely 
possible  to  have  a  clear  swimming  space, 
so  crowded  was  this  little  world  with 
jealousies  and  prejudices.  She  was  afraid 
to  speak,  and  could  only  hope  that  her 
face  preserved  a  strictly  neutral  expres- 
sion. Honor,  still  steadily  bent  on  being 
civil,  addressed  a  commonplace  remark  to 
her  now  and  then. 
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*'  I  suppose  you  didn't  see  many  people 
this  morning,  Godiva,"  she  said.  "  On 
the  pier  you  would  have  seen  quite  a 
little  crowd.  But  the  sea-wall  must  have 
been  rather  dull." 

*'  It  w^as  not  dull,"  Godiva  answered. 
*'  And  I  met  one  person — a  girl — who 
was  worth  looking  at.  I  have  hardly 
ever  seen  any  one  so  beautiful." 

*^  I  hope  it  wasn't  Miss  Carcie,"  said 
Sybil  rudely:  ''we  shall  have  a  poor 
opinion  of  your  taste  if  it  was  !  " 

''  Miss  Carcie  ?  No  ;  I  think  you  said 
she  had  red  hair,"  replied  Godiva,  in  her 
quietest  tone.  ''  This  girl's  hair  was 
dark." 

''  One  of  the  Hungerfords,"  cried  Janet. 
''  They  have  been  handsome ;  but  the 
youngest  is  one  and  thirty  at  least." 

"I  don't  think  that  my  beauty  could 
have    been    more    than    twenty,"    said 
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Godiva  pleasantly  ;  *'but  I  can  give  you 
a  clue,  for  I  heard  her  called  by  her 
name." 

*'  Then  she  was  not  alone  ?  Who  was 
with  her  ?  "  Honor  asked. 

''An  old  man  who  looked  military. 
He  was  leaning  on  her  arm,  and  he  called 
her  Belle." 

"Belle  Espinasse !  "  exclaimed  three 
voices  at  once. 

Then  there  was  a  brief  silence  ;  and 
Godiva  could  see  that  she  had  unwit- 
tingly produced  a  sensation.  Honor  was 
the  first  to  speak  again. 

**  Miss  Espinasse  really  is  beautiful," 
she  admitted.  '*  I  don't  think  any  one 
can  help  admiring  her.  The  old  man. 
General  Espinasse,  is  her  grandfather. 
She  is  an  orphan,  and  very  badly  provided 
for." 

'*  The    general    means    to    marry    her 

V(J..  II.  c 
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well,'*  said  Sybil.  *'  He  is  a  crafty  old 
man,  full  of  schemes.  Mrs.  Steene  says 
that  Bell©  has  been  carefully  trained,  and 
knows  how  to  keep  ineligible  men  at  a 
distance.  I  suppose  there's  no  one  good 
enough  for  her  in  Silversea." 

"But  visitors  are  always  coming,"  re- 
marked Janet. 

The  drawing-room  was  full  of  people  in 

the  afternoon.     There  was  such  a  clatter 

of  teacups  and  such  a  buzzing  of  voices 

that  Godiva,  whose  head  was  not  quite 

strong  yet,  retired   into    a  nook   behind 

the  door,  and  felt  thankful  that  no  one 

seemed  to  take  much  notice  of  her.    Mrs. 

Steene  had  come  up  to  her  with  smiles 

and  honeyed  greetings  which  somehow 

failed  to   convey  any  heartfelt  sense  of 

goodwill.     Mrs.  Steene  was  a  brunette, 

who  had  been  good-looking  in  her  youth, 

and  knew  how  to  utilize  her  few  remain- 
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ing  charms.  She  was  a  widow  with 
scanty  means,  and  lived  with  two  old 
cousins  who  exacted  heavy  payment  for 
all  the  bounties  they  bestowed.  Perhaps 
if  she  could  once  more  have  held  her 
head  fairly  above  water,  she  might  have 
developed  higher  qualities  than  any  one 
believed  her  to  possess.  But  for  weary 
years  there  had  been  trouble  and  subjec- 
tion ;  and  to  the  end  of  her ,  life  she 
would  be  a  sycophant,  always  ready  to 
barter  smooth  words  and  small  services 
for  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  substantial 
favour. 

*' You  have  come  to  a  delightful  home, 
Miss  Durleigh,"  she  said  effusively. 
'^  I  envy  you  your  charming  companions. 
What  bright  times  you  will  have  !  " 

Godiva  had  to  struggle  with  a  wish  to 
sob.  Mrs.  Steene  had  paused,  evidently 
expecting  a  reply. 
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*'  I  am  hardly  strong  enough  to  think 
of  bright  times  yet,"  the  girl  answered 
in  a  low  voice.  "  I  have  been  ill,  and  I 
am  afraid  my  cousins  will  hnd  me  very 
dull." 

'^  Oh,  the  dulness  won't  last  long," 
Mrs.  Steene  assured  her  with  a  patroniz- 
ing little  nod. 

She  went  away,  and  Godiva  sat  in  her 
corner  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  carpet, 
wondering  whether  she  should  ever  get 
used  to  this  new  life,  and  all  these  new 
people  around  her  ?  By-and-by  she  suc- 
ceeded in  conquering  the  feelings  that 
Mrs.  Steene  had  stirred  up,  and  even 
ventured  to  look  about.  Two  ladies, 
sitting  on  a  sofa  near,  were  talking  in 
rather  shrill  voices,  and  she  could  hear 
what  they  were  saying. 

'*  Yes ;  she  has  just  enough  to  buy  her 
frocks,"  said  one,  who  was  stout  and  rosy, 
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and  wore  a  good  deal  of  scarlet  in  her 
bonnet.  *'  People  say  she  dresses  well ;  a 
plain  style,  you  know — beauty  unadorned  ! 
They  live  most  economically,  and  the  old 
man  makes  himself  very  disagreeable ; 
but  she  is  run  after  already." 

^^  Espinasse  ;  it  is  an  old  French  name," 
remarked  the  other,  who  was  tall  and 
thin,  and  had  a  refined  air.  ''  There  is  a 
sleepy,  southern  look  about  her  eyes.  I 
almost  wonder  at  them  for  settling  here ! 
But  I  suppose  they  have  not  settled. 
The  general  will  stop  to  see  what  hap- 
pens ;  and  then  if  nothing  does  happen 
he  will  take  her  somewhere." 

*^  Something  is  sure  to  happen  wherever 
she  goes,"  the  stout  lady  replied,  ^*  and 
he  will  take  care  that  she  doesn't  throw 
herself  away." 

They  were  talking  of  Belle  Espinasse, 
and    Godiva    listened    attentivel3\      The 
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girl's  beauty  had  wrought  upon  her  un- 
awares, and  she  was  ready  to  be  interested 
in  anything  that  concerned  this  lovely 
Belle — ready,  to  go  out  of  her  own  quiet 
path  to  do  her  a  kindness — ready  to 
defend  her  against  a  legion  of  enemies. 
In  Godiva's  poetic  nature  there  was  the 
tendency  to  love  any  one  who  touched 
her  ideal  of  physical  loveliness,  and,  like 
many  wiser  people,  she  could  not  believe 
in  the  emptiness  of  a  beautiful  shrine. 
It  is  so  hard  to  realize  that  the  leaden 
casket  often  contains  the  prize. 

When  she  went  up  to  her  little  room 
that  night  her  thoughts  were  still  busy 
with  Belle  Espinasse,  and  the  fate  that 
the  future  had  in  store  for  her.  She  was 
to  be  sold,  it  seemed,  to  the  highest 
bidder — sold  by  the  worldly  old  officer 
who  had  the  sole  charge  of  her,  and  held 
her  in   his    power.     Godiva  recalled  his 
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face,  and  decided  that  it  was  cruel  and 
cold.  He  was  the  kind  of  man  who  could 
look  on  unmoved  when  a  woman  wept, 
and  be  deaf  to  every  cry  for  pity.  Poor 
Belle  would  be  sacrificed.  It  was  the 
beginning  of  a  sad  story,  and  this  was 
the  first  chapter. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

A    LITTLE    BROWN    BABY. 

Four  weeks  went  by  without  developing 
any  sympathies  between  Godiva  and 
her  cousins,  nor  did  her  life  at  Silversea 
seem  any  sweeter  than  it  did  at  first. 
Their  thoughts  were  not  her  thoughts, 
and  their  ways  were  certainly  not  her 
ways.  Nor  did  she  get  on  better  with 
their  friends  than  with  themselves.  Sybil's 
oft-repeated  fear — that  she  would  set  all 
their  intimate  acquaintances  against  them 
— was  quite  groundless.  The  Silversea 
young  ladies  found  nothing  to  like  or 
admire    in    Morris   Durleigh's    daughter, 
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and  openly  pitied  her  relations  for  having 
to  bear  the  burden  of  her  company. 

There  was  one  girl,  a  certain  Miss 
Donnison,  who  had  assumed  an  antagon- 
istic attitude  towards  Godiva  from  the 
first  day  of  their  meeting.  Miss  Don- 
nison was  the  bosom-friend  of  Sybil,  and 
was  always  applauded  when  she  launched 
an  arrow  at  Godiva.  The  things  that 
Sybil  hardly  dared  to  say  were  said  for 
her  by  this  dauntless  ally,  who  had  no 
fear  of  Hugh  Durleigh  before  her  eyes. 
And,  as  time  went  on,  Godiva  realized 
her  own  friendlessness  all  the  more  keenly 
when  Minnie  Donnison  was  in  the  house. 
She  was  there  very  often.  Her  father 
was  one  of  those  wandering  clergymen — 
**  clouds  without  water,"  somebody  has 
called  them — who  are  found  occasionally 
at  seaside  resorts,  English  and  Conti- 
nental.     From  some   mysterious   source 
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Mr.  Donnison  received  a  small  pension, 
and,  being  without  regular  employment, 
he  was  ready,  for  a  recompense,  to  assist 
parish  priests  in  time  of  need.  This 
assistance  was  not,  however,  of  a  very 
valuable  kind,  and  was  seldom  accepted 
unless  there  was  an  urgent  necessity. 
To  judge  by  the  number  of  peers  and 
peeresses  she  talked  of,  Minnie  Donnison 
had  been  mixing  with  the  aristocracy  all 
her  life.  Sybil  drank  in  all  her  society 
stories  with  delight,  and  received  them 
with  perfect  faith;  but  Hugh  Durleigh 
listened  with  a  slightly  sarcastic  smile, 
which  was  not  lost  upon  the  lively 
narrator.  Still,  if  Minnie  amused  his 
girls  and  made  them  good-humoured,  he 
saw  no  reason  why  she  should  not  come 
to  his  house  and  relate  her  little  fictions 
as  often  as  she  pleased  ;  and  this  was 
very  often,  for  there  were  few  doors  in 
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Silversea  which  opened  readily  to  poor 
Minnie.  New-comers  always  began  by 
saying  that  she  was  an  amusing  girl,  with 
an  unfailing  fund  of  good  spirits.  Then, 
as  the  weeks  passed,  there  would  be  a 
change  in  their  tone ;  they  would  get 
tired  of  the  high-pitched,  grating  A^oice, 
and  the  ceaseless  stream  of  talk,  and 
receive  her  calls  with  coldness.  Men 
ran  away,  taking  short  cuts  down  by- 
ways when  they  saw  her  coming;  and 
Minnie  had  invariably  to  fall  back  upon 
the  faithful  friendship  of  her  well-tried 
companion,  Sybil  Durleigh.  Sybil,  she 
declared,  was  never  fickle  nor  frigid ;  and 
so  the  best  seasoned  tales  were  always 
reserved  for  Sybil,  who  was  feasted  with 
rich  and  dainty  morsels  of  gossip  until 
her  palate  rejected  anything  in  the  shape 
of  wholesome  conversation. 

At  seven  and  twenty  Minnie  Donnison 
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was  a  disappointed  woman,  embittering 
her  own  cnp  with  the  poison  that  welled 
up  from  an  angry  heart.  She  had  never 
been  pretty,  nor  had  she  that  nameless 
art  of  dressing  herself  to  the  best  advan- 
tage, which  frequently  gives  the  im- 
pression of  beauty ;  and  she  had  never 
acquired  the  far  higher  art  of  speaking 
softly  and  looking  kindly  on  the  world  in 
which  she  had  to  live,  no  matter  how 
hard  life  was.  She  did  not  try  to  over- 
come her  growing  spite  against  those 
fellow-creatures  of  hers  who  persisted  in 
being  young,  and  handsome,  and  happy; 
and  the  more  she  detested  them,  the 
unlovelier  did  she  become. 

There  are  faces  from  which  we  can 
learn  more  than  the  best-written  book 
can  ever  teach  us — faces  that,  if  the}^ 
were  seen  in  our  pulpits,  would  be  more 
eloquent   than   the   lips  of  our   greatest 
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preachers.  And  Minnie  Donnison's  face, 
already  growing  withered,  w^as  a  mute 
warning  to  the  women  who  met  her  in 
their  morning  walking  or  afternoon  visit- 
ing. By  looking  at  her  girls  might  have 
learnt  how  easy  it  is  to  destroy  one's 
own  youth  and  comeliness,  and  how  im- 
possible it  is  to  repair  the  ravages  w^hich 
a  bitter  spirit  has  made.  No  cosmetic 
can  hide  the  wrinkles  of  discontent,  and 
no  delicate  penciling  of  brows  or  darken- 
ing of  lashes  can  give  the  light  of  peace 
to  eyes  that  have  lost  its  tranquil  shine. 

We  live  in  an  age  when  many  women 
*'  make  themselves  up  "  without  being  at 
all  ashamed  of  the  process.  Cannot  we, 
wdth  all  our  science  and  philosophy,  teach 
our  sisters  and  daughters  the  secret  of 
true  beauty?  Some  of  us  who  are  not 
too  old  or  too  wise  to  recall  our  nursery 
tales  may  remember  the  story  of  a  girl 
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with  a  fairy  lamp.  She  was  sent  out 
into  rough  ways  to  light  the  path  for 
others,  but  the  glow  of  the  lamp  fell  on 
her  own  face,  and  so  glorified  her  that 
a  prince  was  smitten  by  her  loveliness. 
The  lamp  is  Sympathy,  and  she  who 
carries  it  about  in  this  every-day  world 
will  have  the  face  of  an  angel,  and  charm 
many  a  prince  unawares.  '^  The  heart  at 
leisure  from  itself  "  does  not  wear  out  the 
body,  but  selfishness  feeds  upon  self,  and 
destroys  the  very  charms  that  it  passion- 
ately desires  to  preserve. 

Honor  Durleigh  did  not  care  for  Minnie 
Donnison,  and  Janet  disliked  her;  but 
Honor  was  fond  of  peace  and  quietness, 
and  it  was  a  good  thing,  as  she  said  to 
herself,  to  have  Sybil  amused  and  satis- 
fied. While  Minnie  was  in  the  house 
Sybil  was  too  pleasantly  occupied  to 
sharpen   her   wits   upon   Janet;    and    so 
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these  two  sisters,  both  a  little  afraid  of 
the  youngest,  made  no  objection  when 
Miss  Donnison  was  asked  to  spend  a 
week  with  them. 

But  it  was  Godiva  who  was  destined 
to  suffer  most  at  the  visitor's  hands,  and 
there  was  no  one  who  thought  it  worth 
while  to  say  a  word  in  her  defence. 

Hugh  Durleigh  saw  and  suspected 
nothing.  In  his  presence  Minnie  was 
always  on'  her  guard,  and  he  left  the 
house,  as  soon  as  breakfast  was  over,  to 
go  to  his  office.  There  he  took  luncheon, 
and  seldom  returned  to  his  home  till  six ; 
so  that  the  girls  saw  little  of  him,  and  it 
sometimes  seemed  to  Godiva  that  he  had 
but  a  slight  acquaintance  with  his  own 
children.  She,  who  had  lived  entirely  in 
her  father's  life,  and  had  learnt  to  inter- 
pret every  look  of  his,  often  wondered  at 
the   indifference    which   these    girls    dis- 
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played.  If  Mr.  Durleigh  came  in  tired 
or  paler  than  usual,  Honor  never  seemed 
to  notice  it,  and  Sybil  hardly  ever  gave 
him  a  glance.  Now  and  then,  but  not 
often,  Janet  would  go  to  his  side,  and 
say  something  about  a  new  song  or  a 
new  plan  of  her  own ;  and  on  these 
occasions  he  would  put  his  arm  around 
her  waist,  and  look  into  her  eyes  with  an 
expression  which  made  Godiva's  heart 
ache,  so  vividly  did  it  remind  her  of  all 
that  she  had  lost. 

It  was  one  of  those  grey  November 
mornings  which  are  especially  trying  to 
dwellers  at  the  seaside.  There  was  a  fog 
rolling  up  from  the  sea,  white  and  deathly 
cold ;  and  the  deserted  promenades  were 
bleak  and  bare.  Not  a  single  gleam  of 
sun  made  its  way  into  the  breakfast-room , 
which  was,  however,  cheerful  enough 
with   the    glow   of    a   blazing    fire.      In 
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winter  this  room  was  the  most  comfort- 
able nook  in  the  house,  and  it  was  here 
that  the  girls  usually  spent  their  mornings 
when  they  stayed  indoors.  Janet,  in- 
deed, would  go  off  to  practise  in  the  large 
drawing-room,  undaunted  by  the  chill 
atmosphere  that  set  the  others  shivering. 
But  then  Janet,  as  Sybil  amiably  declared, 
was  so  fond  of  the  sound  of  her  own 
voice  that  she  would  have  cheerfully 
gone  to  sing  in  the  cellar  if  there  had 
been  no  other  vacant  place. 

**  I  hoped  she  would  take  her  departure. 
How  nice  it  is  without  her!"  said  the 
youngest  Miss  Durleigh  as  the  door 
closed  on  the  enthusiastic  singer.  '^  Thank 
Heaven  that  her  shrill  screams  will  only 
faintly  reach  us  here !  What,  Honor, 
are  you  going  to  monopolize  the  father's 
chair  ?  '' 

*^  I    must    write    to    Aunt   Weedon," 

VOL.  II.  D 
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replied  Honor,  seating  herself  in  a  large 
easy-chair  close  to  Mr.  Burleigh's  daven- 
port. Chair  and  davenport  occupied  one 
side  of  the  fireplace. 

"It's  very  mean  of  you  to  insist  on 
sitting  there,"  exclaimed  Sybil. 

"  Well,  you  can  sit  here  yourself  if  you 
are  "wilhng  to  write  the  letter,"  returned 
Honor  composedly.  "  Pray  come  and 
do  it." 

"  Not  for  the  world  !  "  cried  Sybil,  with 
uplifted  hands.  "  It  will  be  bad  enough 
to  do  my  part  in  entertaining  her  when 
she  comes.  If  I  attempted  to  write  to 
her  I  should  unwittingly  reveal  my  true 
feelings ;  they  always  come  out  when  I 
take  a  pen  in  my  hand." 

"You  don't  suppress  them,  even  when 
a  pen  is  not  in  your  hand,"  remarked 
Honor,  opening  a  blotting-book. 

"Why  should    there  be   suppressions 
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and  concealments  in  home,  sweet  home  ?  " 
Sybil  demanded,  shooting  a  glance  at 
Godiva,  who  was  mending  a  glove. 
*^Here,  *  where  love  is  so  endearing,'  we 
do  not  hesitate  to  speak  straight  from 
the  heart.  Come,  Minnie,  bring  your 
chair  up  to  the  front  of  the  fire,  and 
let  us  make  the  best  of  this  wretched 
morning." 

'^  But  if  we  talk  we  may  disturb 
Honor,"  suggested  Miss  Donnison. 

'^  Nonsense.  Honor's  letter  doesn't 
call  for  any  great  mental  effort.  Papa 
has  told  her  to  write  to  our  great-aunt. 
Miss  Weedon,  and  invite  her  to  spend 
Christmas  here.  If  there  is  one  time  in 
the  year  more  detestable  than  other  times 
it's  Christmas.  It  brings  all  the  uncon- 
genial people  together,  and  revives  old 
family  quarrels,  and  sickens  us  with  un- 
desired  festivities.     Christmas  and  Aunt 
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Weedon  are  inseparably  connected  in  my 
mind." 

'^  Is  she  so  very  disagreeable  ?  "  Minnie 
asked. 

^^Not  at  all,"  said  Honor  quickly. 
''  She  is  a  little  fidgety  and  old-fashioned, 
that's  all." 

^* Fidgety  and  old-fashioned!"  Sybil 
repeated,  throwing  up  her  hands  again. 
«<  Why,  she  is  the  most  cantankerous 
old " 

*^  Sybil,  be  silent."  Honor  spoke  in  a 
stern  tone  of  authority  which  startled 
Minnie,  and  made  Godiva  look  up  fi'om 
her  mending  in  surprise. 

Sybil  pouted  and  frowned,  but  the  sub- 
ject was  dropped.  Godiva  bent  over  her 
glove  once  more ;  and  Minnie,  obedient 
to  a  signal  from  her  friend,  drew  up  her 
chair  to  the  fire,  completely  cutting  off 
Godiva' s  view  of  the  cheery  blaze. 
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**  The  Daily  Telegraph  is  getting  quite 
stupid,"  said  Miss  Donnison  after  a  pause. 
**  I've  been  searching  every  column  for 
something  interesting,  but  the  whole 
paper* seems  to  be  given  up  to  social 
reformers.  What  an  idiotic  set  these 
philanthropists  are !  Now  there  is  a 
craze  about  children ;  they  mustn't  be 
slapped  or  scolded  by  their  own  lawful 
guardians  but  a  policeman  interferes ! 
Love  of  children  is  all  sham  sentiment, 
I  believe.  I  don't  think  any  one  really 
cares  much  for  them,  but  it  sounds  well 
to  make  a  fuss  about  the  charm  of  child- 
hood.'' 

**  There's  nothing  that  disgusts  me  so 
much  as  seeing  a  girl  pretending  to  adore 
children! "  cried  Sybil,  looking  at  Godiva, 
whose  eyes  were  still  fixed  steadfastly 
upon  her  work.  ^^  Going  into  raptures 
at  the   sight   of  a   baby's  portrait,    and 
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putting  on  a  beaming  smile  whenever  a 
little  wretch  in  knickerbockers  prances 
about.     I  hate  such  affectation." 

"■  It's  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  to 
pose  as  a  philanthropist."  Minnie  leaned 
back  in  her  chair,  and  spoke  with  peculiar 
distinctness.  ''  The  reputation  can  be 
cheaply  earned.  A  man  has  only  to  loaf 
about  at  corners  and  talk  confidentially  to 
roughs  and  street  Arabs,  and  the  silly 
public  believes  that  he  is  doing  good. 
And  then  if  he  gets  himself  connected 
with  a  Eadical  newspaper,  and  abuses  the 
aristocracy  with  all  his  might,  he  is  con- 
sidered quite  a  hero.  Of  course  he  starts 
a  Eefuge  or  a  Home,  or  something  with 
a  sentimental  name,  and  keeps  it  going 
with  other  people's  money.  Your  true 
philanthropist  never  has  any  money  of  his 
own ;  he  is  quite  above  earning  his  living 
as  ordinary  men  do,  and  he  is  also  quite 
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above  providing  for  his  own  children. 
When  he  dies,  he  leaves  them  on  the 
hands  of  much-enduring  friends." 

There  was  a  pause.  The  scratching  of 
Honor's  pen  upon  the  paper  could  be 
plainly  heard ;  but  not  a  sound  proceeded 
from  Go  diva. 

**It  never  seems  to  occur  to  him," 
Minnie  continued,  **that  it's  hardly  fair 
to  expect  the  public  and  his  relations  to 
do  everything,'' 

The  scratching  of  the  pen  ceased. 
Honor  looked  quickly  across  at  Godiva, 
and  then  at  Sybil. 

**  I  don't  know  why  you  are  glaring  at 
me,  Honor,"  cried  Sybil  pettishly. 
** You've  been  giving  me  admonitory 
words  and  warning  glances  ever  since 
breakfast.  Am  I  doing  anything  parti- 
cularly dreadful  at  this  moment  ?  I  think 
it's  quite  rude  of  you  to  interrupt  Minnie's 
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interesting  little  lecture  on  the  modern 
philanthropist.  Godiva  and  I  have  been 
enjoying  it  very  much." 

Godiva's  pale  cheeks  flushed  deeply. 

**  Oh,  I  forgot  that  you  were  there, 
Miss  Durleigh,"  said  Minnie,  lying  with 
astonishing  ease,  and  turning  her  head 
to  stare  at  the  silent  glove-mender.  ^'I'm 
afraid  you  won't  approve  of  all  I've  been 
saying.  Didn't  some  one  tell  me  that 
you  were  a  Eadical  ?  All  philanthropists 
are  Eadicals,  aren't  they  ?  " 

*'  I  don't  know,"  replied  Godiva  in  a 
very  quiet  voice. 

** Indeed?  I  thought  you  understood 
everything  connected  with  politics.  In 
fact,  I  suspect  you  of  writing  leaders  for 
a  socialist  journal.     Am  I  right  ?  " 

'^  No,"  said  the  girl,  still  speaking 
quietly. 

^*  Godiva  is  resolved  to  hide  her  liorht 
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under  a  bushel,"  remarked  Sybil,  with  a 
harsh  little  laugh.  "  She  has  been  living 
here  for  weeks  and  weeks,  but  we  haven't 
succeeded  in  finding  out  her  gifts.  Papa 
assured  us  that  she  had  inherited  all  the 
talent  of  his  brother,  and  we  were  quite 
prepared  to  be  thrown  into  the  shade." 

''  Perhaps  she's  too  generous  to  put 
forth  all  her  powers,"  Minnie  said 
solemnly.  ''  It  would  be  such  a  bad 
thing  for  you  all  if  she  did !  " 

Godiva  hardly  heard  these  last  mock- 
ing words.  Sybil's  speech  had  set  her 
heart  aching  with  intolerable  anguish. 
The  reference  to  her  father  brought  back 
that  sense  of  loss  which  was  never  far 
absent  from  her  mind ;  and  then  came 
the  stinging  thought  that  she  had  some- 
how failed  in  being  all  that  he  would  have 
wished.  It  was  not  their  spiteful  talk 
that  forced  the   tears  into  her  eyes ;  it 
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was  the  bitter  doubt  of  herself  and  of  the 
life  she  was  living.  Such  a  grey,  hopeless 
sort  of  life,  so  useless  to  those  around  her. 

She  had  set  the  last  stitch  in  her  glove, 
and  now  she  rose  suddenly,  putting  silk 
and  scissors  into  her  little  work-basket 
with  trembling  hands.  Honor  had  laid 
down  her  pen,  and  was  looking  at  her 
cousin  with  an  unwonted  expression  of 
concern. 

^'You  will  take  cold,  Godiva,  if  you 
don't  come  nearer  the  fire,"  she  said. 
*'  There  is  a  draught  from  the  window." 

Godiva  could  not  find  voice  to  answer. 
Her  self-control  had  broken  down  at  last? 
and  tears  were  running  freely  over  her 
pale  cheeks.  Swiftly,  but  very  quietly, 
she  crossed  the  room,  opened  the  door, 
and  went  out. 

"Now  for  a  sermon  from  Honor,"  said 
Sybil,  laughing  again. 
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"  I  never  saw  any  one  stand  joking  as 
badly  as  your  cousin  does!"  exclaimed 
Miss  Donnison,  who  was  not  quite  com- 
fortable. *'  I  have  got  into  the  habit  of 
chaffing  people,  and  they  generally  take 
it  kindly." 

*^  It's  rather  a  dangerous  habit,"  Honor 
said  stiffly.  '^  My  cousin  has  only  lately 
lost  her  father,  and  she  is  very  sensitive. 
I  know  papa  will  be  angry  if  she  is  dis- 
tressed in  any  way." 

**  Of  course,  Honor,  I  am  sorry  if  I 
have  distressed  her,"  Minnie  answered 
in  a  tone  of  apology. 

"  Oh,  I  dare  say  there  is  no  harm  done." 
Honor  turned  again  to  her  letter.  *'  But 
although  Sybil  thinks  my  warnings  dis- 
agreeable, she  must  know  that  it  isn't 
safe  to  disregard  them." 

.  Even  Sybil  was  cowed,  and  Miss  Don- 
nison had  an  uneasy  conviction  that  she 
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had  gone  too  far.  Mr.  Durleigh  had 
tolerated  Minnie's  presence  in  her  house, 
but  he  had  never  shown  her  anything 
more  than  simple  courtesy.  She  knew 
that  neither  Honor  nor  Janet  really  liked 
her,  and  her  position  with  the  Durleigh s 
was  far  from  secure.  If  they  were  all  to 
turn  against  her,  even  Sybil  would  not 
be  strong  enough  to  defend  her,  and 
she  might  be  driven  out  of  her  best 
refuge. 

When  Godiva  came  down  to  luncheon, 
paler  than  ever,  and  with  a  faint  redness 
about  the  eyes.  Honor  was  more  atten- 
tive to  her  than  usual.  Honor's  kind- 
ness was  always  formal  and  cold  to  the 
last  degree ;  but  Godiva  was  made  to 
feel  herself  a  person  of  some  importance 
at  last.  Janet  looked  on  in  some  surprise 
when  her  eldest  sister  pressed  the  forlorn 
girl  to  eat  and  drink ;  and  then  the  sulky 
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expression  on  Sybil's  face  and  Minnie's 
unusual  silence  explained  the  matter. 

Godiva,  quiet  as  ever,  was  grateful  for 
Honor's  civilities,  and  tried  to  brighten. 
There  was  some  talk  of  a  shopping  ex- 
pedition ;  Miss  Donnison  said  that  a  sale 
was  going  on  at  a  large  drapery  shop  in 
St.  Matthew's  Koad,  and  advised  the 
Durleighs  to  go  and  secure  bargains. 

**  Yes,  I  think  we  will  look  in  at  the 
sale,"  said  Honor ;  and  then,  still  mind- 
ful of  Godiva,  she  added,  *'  Would  you 
like  to  come  with  us  ?  " 

Sybil  looked  as  black  as  a  thunder- 
cloud, and  her  frown  was  not  lost  on 
Godiva. 

"No,  thank  you.  Honor,"  she  answered 
gently;  "I  don't  want  any  new  things 
yet,  you  know." 

Anxious  not  to  set  out  with  the 
shopping    party,    Godiva    went    upstairs 
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after  luncheon,  and  dressed  for  a  solitaiy 
walk.  She  listened  ;  and  waited  until 
the  hall-door  had  closed  on  her  cousins 
and  their  friend,  and  then  went  forth 
alone  in  the  grey  light  of  the  November 
afternoon. 

There  were  some  gleams  of  pale  gold 
breaking  through  the  gloom  of  the  day, 
and  the  fog  was  gone ;  but  Godiva 
turned  away  from  the  sea.  In  her 
present  mood  its  voice  sounded  sadly 
in  her  ears,  and  she  felt  a  passionate 
longing  for  human  voices.  The  shore 
was  bleak  and  desolate ;  but  far  away, 
up  in  London,  there  were  crowds  com- 
ing and  going — warm  hearts  ready  to 
give  sympathy;  forlorn  hearts  waiting 
to  be  comforted.  Oh,  to  go  back  and 
mingle  with  that  great  tide  of  humanity 
once  more ! 

Yet,  dreary  as   the  sea  appeared,  an 
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inexplicable  impulse  drew  her  steps 
across  the  common  to  the  esplanade. 
She  would  not  stay  there  long,  she 
thought;  but  she  would  just  look  out 
for  a  moment  over  that  wide  waste  of 
grey  water,  touched  with  faint  light. 
There  was  no  one  to  be  seen  save  one 
solitary  figure  huddled  up  on  a  bench. 
It  was  a  woman's  figure,  dressed  in 
wretched  clothes,  and  everything  in  the 
attitude  and  attire  bespoke  such  utter 
misery  that  Godiva  quickened  her  steps, 
and  went  close  to  the  forlorn  creature. 
As  she  drew  near  her  foot  touched 
something  on  the  ground  at  the 
woman's  feet :  a  soft  thing  that  moved 
and  set  up  a  shrill  cry  of  distress.  She 
started  back,  and  then  stooped  eagerly 
to  pick  it  up.  It  was  a  little  brown 
baby.  There  was  such  joy  and  comfort 
in  holding  a  baby  in  her   arms  again, 
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that  she  almost  forgot  the  poor  mother 
for  a  moment.  Then,  clasping  the  child 
firmly  in  one  arm,  she  bent  over  the 
woman  and  examined  her  death  -  Hke 
face.  There  was  no  sign  of  conscious- 
ness ;  she  was  in  a  swoon. 


(     49     ) 


CHAPTER  III. 

IN  ST.  Matthew's  eoad. 

A  BUELY  waterman  coming  leisurely  along 
the  esplanade  was  a  welcome  sight  to 
Godiva.  She  was  still  holding  the  bahy, 
and  its  mother  gave  no  sign  of  life. 

^'  What  shall  we  do  with  this  poor 
creature  ?  "  she  said  to  the  man.  ^'  Isn't 
there  a  hospital  anywhere  near  ?  I  am 
almost  a  stranger  here." 

**  Hospital's  a  good  way  off,"  the  man 
replied,  looking  gravely  at  the  w^oman's 
white  face.  *'  I  see  a  doctor — army 
surgeon  he  is — going  into  the  Castle  just 
a  minute  ago.  I'll  fetch  him." 
VOL.  ir.  i; 
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^'  Kindly  do  so,"  said  Godiva. 

The   man  went   off  at  a  better  pace 

than  one  would  have  expected  of  him, 

and  she  stood  and  waited  by  the  woman's 

side.     The  baby,  nestled  up  close  to  the 

fur  on  her  jacket,  was  too   comfortable 

to  cry  any  more  just  then,   and  looked 

up  at   her  with  a  pair  of  solemn   dark 

eyes.     It  was  a  thin  baby,  and  its  face 

was  something  like  a  sad  little  owl's,  but 

a   good   deal    prettier,    Godiva   thought. 

She  could  see  a  fluffy  dark  fringe  of  hair 

under  its  tattered  hood. 

Every  second  seemed  an  hour  while 
she  waited  for  the  waterman's  return, 
yet  the  brown  baby  was  taking  a  firm, 
hold  on  her  heart  with  its  tiny  fingers. 
Thoughts  of  past  days  came  back  in  a 
fiood,  and  she  remembered  other  babies, 
sheltered  and  cared  for  in  the  Eefuge 
that  Morris  Durleigh  had  founded.     Had 
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this  child  come  to  her  as  a  messenger 
from  her  father,  now  safe  at  rest  in  the 
house  of  a  greater  Father  ?  She  had 
been  weary  of  her  cold,  loveless  life, 
weary  of  having  no  work  to  do  ;  and 
here  was  a  little  one  to  fill  her  empty 
hands. 

Again  she  looked  at  the  unconscious 
woman,  and  wondered  whether  she  would 
ever  awake  from  that  deadly  stupor. 
What  was  her  history?  Why  had  she 
wandered  out  here  to  the  sea  ?  Perhaps 
some  false  love  had  passed  away  from 
her  life  across  that  waste  of  water,  or 
some  true  love  had  gone  down  into  its 
depths.     Who  could  tell  ? 

At  last  the  waterman  came  back, 
accompanied  by  a  slight,  dark  man  who 
went  straight  to  the  still  figure  on  the 
bench.  A  few  moments  passed,  and  the 
child   gave    a   faint   coo    of    content   as 
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Godiva  gently  hugged  it  closer  to   her 
breast.     Then  the  doctor  turned  towards 
her,  and  spoke  in  a  very  quiet  voice. 
"  The  woman  is  dead,"  he  said. 
Godiva  looked  at  him  with  dilated  eyes. 
''Oh,  poor  thing!"    she  sighed.     ''I 
wish  I  had  found  her  sooner.     And  the 
baby — must   I  give   it   up  ?     I   want  to 
take  care  of  it." 

''  What  will  you  do  with  it  ?  "  he 
asked,  an  expression  of  interest  dawning 
in  his  face.  **  Have  you  a  home  and  a 
nursery  where  it  would  be  welcomed  ?  " 

''No,"  she  said  sadly;  ''I  am  living 
with  my  uncle,  Mr.  Durleigh,  at  Albert 
House — you  can  see  it  over  there.  But, 
if  I  may,  I  will  take  the  baby  to  a  woman, 
named  Hammond,  who  will  nurse  it  care- 
fully. And  by-and-by  it  will  be  received 
into  my  father's  Kefuge  for  Destitute 
Children." 
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She  spoke  quietly,  but  her  breath  was 
coming  and  going  in  little  gasps.  The 
doctor  surveyed  her  with  a  critical  gaze 
which  was  full  of  kindness. 

*^I  will  pay  Mrs.  Hammond  to  look 
after  the  baby,"  she  said  pleadingly.  ^'  I 
have  a  little  money  of  my  own,  and  I 
know  I  can  trust  her." 

^*  Where  does  she  live  ?  "  was  his  next 
question. 

**  At  a  suburb  called  Northsea.  I  shall 
have  to  find  out  the  way  to  her,"  Godiva 
admitted.  *'I  am  a  Londoner,  and  this 
place  is  strange  to  me." 

Other  questions  followed,  and  the  girl's 
perfect  frankness  seemed  to  interest  and 
amuse  her  new  acquaintance.  A  group 
of  men,  some  of  them  soldiers  from  the 
Castle,  had  now  gathered  round  tlie 
child's  dead  mother ;  and  the  doctor 
turned  to  them  and  gave  some  directions. 
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'^  You  can  go  straight  to  Northsea  in 
a  tram-car,"  he  said,  returning  to  Godiva. 
'^  I  will  walk  with  you  to  the  car  if  you 
will  permit  me  to  do  so.  But  are  you 
sure  that  you  are  strong  enough  to  under- 
take such  a  business  ?  This  has  been 
a  very  painful  scene." 

'^  Very  painful."  He  saw  her  shiver 
slightly.  ^'But  I  am  really  stronger 
than  I  seem  ;  and  I  have  had  a  good 
deal  to  do  w^ith  poor  people  and  children. 
You  see,  I  want  to  have  the  baby  cared 
for  at  once.  There  will  be  no  difficulty 
in  getting  it  into  my  father's  Eefuge 
later  on." 

''  Then  your  father  lives  in  town  and 
superintends  the  Eefuge?"  the  doctor 
said. 

Godiva's  lips  quivered,  and  she  paused 
before  she  could  reply. 

^^My  father  is  not  living  now.     But 
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the  Kefuge  is  left  in  good  hands,"  she 
answered  quietly. 

He  was  sorry  for  her.  Dr.  Thorstone 
had  seen  war,  and  had  witnessed  all 
forms  of  anguish  and  sorrow  and  death  ; 
but  there  was  a  dignity  in  this  girl's 
repression  of  emotion  which  touched 
him.  He  had  seen  how  bravely  she  had 
controlled  herself  when  he  had  told  her, 
as  gently  as  he  could,  that  the  woman 
was  dead ;  and  yet  he  knew  how  great 
the  shock  had  been  to  one  so  sensitive, 
And  he  saw,  too,  how  much  it  cost  her 
to  say  those  few  sad  words,  *'  My  father 
is  not  Hving  now." 

They  were  walking  back  across  the 
common,  and  Godiva,  with  the  baby  in 
her  arms,  almost  began  to  wonder 
w^hether  she  was  awake  or  dreaming. 
The  weather  had  brightened ;  the  day, 
which  had  dawned  so  sad  and  grey,  was 
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clearing  as  it  drew  near  its  close,  and 
this  unlooked-for  burst  of  tardy  sunshine 
seemed  a  part  of  the  dream. 

^^  A  friend  of  mine  is  living  at  North- 
sea,"  said  Dr.  Thorstone,  after  a  pause. 
'*  What  is  the  name  of  this  nursing 
woman  you  are  going  to  find  ?  " 

"  Hammond,"  Godiva  repeated.  '^  Her 
brother  is  a  nurseryman,  called  Copley,  I 
think '^ 

'^  Oh,  if  it  is  Copley,  he  attends  to 
Lady  Colinette's  plants,"  said  the  doctor, 
well  pleased.  ^'  But  about  that  baby, 
now?  Hadn't  we  better  hire  somebody 
to  carry  it  ?  " 

"  No;  it  might  begin  to  cry  if  I  gave 
it  to  some  one  else.  It's  getting  used 
to  me,  I  believe,"  said  Godiva,  looking 
down  lovingly  at  the  small  face.  '^  It 
isn't  at  all  heavy,  you  know." 

^*  You  don't  study  appearances,  Miss — 
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Miss  Durleigh,"  he  remarked,  with  a 
smile. 

*'  Yes,  I  do,"  she  answered.  ^*  Only 
I  don't  put  appearance  before  duty.  I 
can  hardly  suppose,  however,  that  it 
looks  nice  to  see  a  young  lady  carrying 
a  ragged  baby,  and  I  hope  you  are  not 
very  much  ashamed  of  being  seen  in  my 
company." 

The  doctor  laughed,  and  instantly 
offered  to  carry  the  child  himself. 
Godiva's  honesty  and  freshness,  and  the 
natural  readiness  with  which  she  spoke 
her  thoughts,  had  an  especial  charm  for 
a  man  who  despised  the  artificiality  of  a 
fashionable  watering-place.  Walking  by 
her  side,  he  seemed  to  breathe  a  purer 
air;  and,  as  they  approached  St. 
Matthew's  Eoad,  he  was  immensely 
amused  at  the  wondering  glances  cast 
upon  his  companion. 
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The  unexpected  sunshine  had  tempted 
a  crowd  of  promenaders  to  display  them- 
selves and  their  costumes  in  this  favourite 
thoroughfare.  Godiva,  intent  upon  her 
charge  and  its  comfort,  did  not  give 
much  heed  to  the  people  who  stared  at 
her;  nor  did  she  see  a  party  of  four 
ladies  emerging  from  a  shop  door.  But 
they  all  saw  her,  and  involuntarily  uttered 
four  little  cries  of  dismay. 

'*  Godiva  has  gone  out  of  her  mind," 
said  Honor,  with  a  shudder.  '^  Her  father 
was  quite  mad  about  the  poor— papa  always 
thought  so.  I  wonder  who  that  man  is  ? 
And  where  did  she  pick  up  the  child  ?  " 

**  Now  she  has  show^n  herself  in  her 
true  colours,"  cried  Sybil  viciously.  "  I 
always  knew  she  would  do  something  to 
disgrace  us.  She  thinks  she  can  show 
off  her  philanthropy  because  you  fussed 
over  her  this  morning.     I  saw  that  you 
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were  wrong,  Honor ;  but  you  wouldn't 
listen  to  me." 

"It's  quite  certain  that  you  won't  be 
able  to  keep  her  with  you,"  said  Minnie 
Donnison  with  intense  satisfaction. 

"  Can  anyhodij  tell  me  who  that  man 
is  ?  "  demanded  Honor  desperately. 

**  He's  an  army  surgeon — a  blunt  sort 
of  man.  I've  met  him  somewhere," 
replied  Janet.  "  There,  he's  bowing  to 
the  Dillons ! " 

"What  must  the  Dillons  think?" 
sighed  Honor.  "  It  would  be  quite  use- 
less for  me  to  go  up  to  her  and  stop  her. 
I  shall  talk  seriously  with  papa." 

"  Stop  her  ?  Certainly  not.  She 
would  make  a  scene  at  once,"  said  Sybil 
angrily.  "  We  must  let  her  go  her  way 
now.  But  /  shall  speak  plainly  to  papa, 
I  assure  you.  If  she  stays  much  longer 
we  shall  be  cut  by  everybody," 
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Sybil  had  raised  her  voice,  as  she 
always  did  when  her  hot  temper  got 
the  better  of  her,  and  Honor  hurriedly 
whispered  ^'  Hush."  But  a  lady  who  was 
coming  out  of  the  shop  had  heard  the 
angry  words,  and  glanced  swiftly  at  the 
speaker  as  she  passed.  Much  to  Sybil's 
astonishment  Minnie  echoed  Honor's 
''  Hush." 

''  Who  is  it  ?  What  are  you  hushing 
me  up  for  ?  "  she  asked  impatiently. 

''■  That  is  Lady  Colinette  Crewe — the 
woman  every  one  is  dying  to  know," 
answered  Minnie  in  an  awe-struck  voice. 
**And  oh,  do  look  at  her!  She's'going 
up  to  that  army  doctor,  and  he  is  intro- 
ducing your  cousin.  Eeally,  Sybil,  this 
is  more  than  any  human  being  can  bear 
patiently  !  " 

Honor  and  Sybil,  divided  between 
vexation  and  amazement,  stood  as  still 
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as  if  they  had  been  rooted  to  the  ground. 
3ut  Janet  was  getting  tired  of  the  whole 
business,  ^and  took  her  eldest  sister  by 
the  arm  with  the  firm  determination  of 
making  her  move  on. 

*'  I  want  to  go  home,"  she  said.  *^  It's 
growing  cold,  and  I'm  afraid  of  having 
a  sore  throat.  Why  need  one  care 
about  Godiva  and  her  babies  and  Lady 
Colinettes  ?  Let  us  go  back  and  drink 
tea  in  peace  !  " 

Honor  yielded,  not  without  a  parting 
glance  at  the  strange  group.  She  could 
hardly  believe  the  evidence  of  her  own 
eyes,  for  Lady  Colinette  was  actually 
taking  Godiva  under  her  wing,  baby  and 
all.  The  doctor  bowed  his  adieux  and 
went  his  way,  leaving  the  new  friends 
together ;  and  the  Durleighs  saw  that 
the  pair  were  making  straight  for  the 
car. 
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**  I  wonder  where  they  are  going?" 
said  Miss  Donnison,  in  a  subdued  tone. 
'*  Very  likely  to  Northsea— Lady  Colinette 
lives  there  with  her  grandmother.  "What 
crazy  things  clever  people  do  !  Now,  I 
dare  say  she  will  take  a  violent  fancy 
to  Godiva." 

^^  Tell  us  more  about  this  Lady  Colin- 
ette," began  Sybil,  coming  closer  to  her 
friend's  side.  *^  I  never  saw  her  before," 
she  added,  with  evident  vexation.  '^  If 
I  had  known  her,  of  course  I  shouldn't 
have- " 

*^  Spoken  out  so  plainly."  Janet  filled 
up  the  pause  rather  maliciously.  ^'  I 
saw  her  look  at  you.  She  must  have 
carried  away  a  charming  impression. 
You  were  quite  scarlet  v/ith  passion." 

^'  Well,  we  will  say  no  more  about 
it,"  interposed  Honor,  afraid  that  her 
two  sisters  mi^jht  come  to  a   battle  in 
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the  street.  ^'  Now,  tell  ns,  Minnie,  if 
you  please,  isn't  this  Lady  Colinette  a 
new-comer?  ^' 

'^Yes,"  replied  Minnie,  always  ready 
to  impart  information  about  any  one 
with  a  title.  *^  She  came  in  August  to 
live  with  her  grandmother,  Mrs.  Wood- 
ruffe.  The  old  lady  had  lost  her  com- 
panion, and  this  granddaughter  was 
unselfish  enough  to  fill  the  vacant  place. 
It  must  have  been  a  great  sacrifice,  for 
Lady  Colinette  is  an  immense  favourite 
in  society.  She  is  an  authoress,  too,  and 
writes  under  the  name  of  *  Colin  Clare.'  " 

''  Colin  Clare  ?  "  echoed  Janet.  ^'  Did 
she  write  the  words  of  my  favourite  song, 
'  Forgiven  '  ?  " 

**  She  did,"  said  Minnie.  *^I  believe 
she  has  written  a  good  deal  of  poetry." 

^'Minnie  !  "  Janet  came  to  a  full  stop 
on  the  footpath,  and  grasped  Miss  Don- 
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nison's  arm  with  a  force  that  made  the 
young  lady  wince.  *'  Minnie,  if  you  will 
contrive  to  introduce  me  to  that  woman, 
I  will  be  your  faithful  friend  to  the  end 
of  my  life." 

The  offer  was  scarcely  a  tempting  one, 
inasmuch  as  to  win  Janet  was  to  lose 
Sybil.  But  Minnie  would  have  risked 
anything  if  she  could  have  complied  with 
this  request. 

''•  You  see,  I  don't  know  Lady  Colinette 
in  the  least,"  she  answered  meekly; 
''  and  she  won't  let  herself  be  known. 
The  Dillons  have  tried  hard  to  make  her 
acquaintance,  but  she  has  a  perfectly 
civil  way  of  keeping  people  at  a  distance. 
Of  course  it's  very  absurd,  and  I  should 
think  she  might  enjoy  herself  a  great 
deal  more  in  that  dull  house  if  she  would 
make  friends.  I  don't  believe  she  re- 
ceives any  one  but  Dr.  Thorstone." 
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*^And  Godiva,"  added  Sybil,  with 
malice  twinkling  in  her  eyes.  ^'  Perhaps 
if  Janet  were  to  hire  an  unwashed  baby, 
and  carry  it  about  in  St.  Matthew's 
Eoad,  Lady  Colinette  would  be  devoted 
to  her  at  once.  We  have  been  going 
on  in  the  wrong  way,  it  seems.  Philan- 
throphy  is  fashionable,  and  Godiva  is  the 
wisest  of  us  all." 

Honor  had  nothing  to  say.  She  let 
the  others  talk  when  they  gathered  round 
the  drawing-room  fire,  and  drank  her  tea 
in  silence  ;  but  she  was  turning  Sybil's 
words  over  and  over  in  her  mind.  It 
might  be  wise  to  abstain  from  speaking 
to  her  father  about  Godiva's  doings. 
Presently  Godiva  herself  would  return, 
and  then  she  might  be  mildly  admon- 
ished ;  but  Honor  could  not  help  re- 
membering that  her  cousin  had  been 
persecuted  that  morning.      Perhaps  she 
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had  gone  out,  goaded  to  desperation  by 

the  sneers  of  Sybil  and  Minnie,  and  had 

rushed  to  the  rescue  of  the  first  helpless 

thing  that   she  saw.      And  now   it   was 

quite  possible  that  she  would  pour  out 

the  story  of  her  wrongs  to  Lady  Colinette 

Crewe,  and  destroy  their  poor  chance  of 

ever   getting  acquainted  with   an   earl's 

daughter.      A  servile  devotion  to  titles 

ran   in   the    blood   of    Hugh   Durleigh's 

children,    bat    they   had    inherited    the 

weakness    from     their    mother.       Hugh 

smiled   sadly  sometimes  when  he  heard 

their  empty  chatter  about  the  nobility, 

and  thought  of  his  early  home  and  all 

its   simple   associations.      It   seemed  to 

him  that  the  sun  never  shone   on  this 

dreary  present  life  of  his,  but  always  on 

the  past,  where  there  were  old  loves  and 

old   beliefs   growing  unfaded   about  the 

graves  of  his  beloved  dead. 
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Somewhere,  in  a  dusty  corner  of  the 
house,  there  was  a  water-colour  drawing 
of  the  cottage  where  Hugh  and  Maurice 
Durleigh  were  born.  It  was  an  ivy- 
grown  red-brick  cottage,  leaning  com- 
fortably upon  a  shop  with  a  bow-window, 
filled  with  wares  of  divers  kinds.  Behind 
the  shop  were  large  stores ;  but  although 
a  brisk  trade  was  done  here,  the  premises 
were  never  destitute  of  a  certain  home- 
like prettiness.  Flowers  grew"  in  every 
spare  bit  of  ground ;  creepers  w^ent 
straggling  and  climbing  over  every  inch 
of  wall ;  moss  filled  every  crevice,  and 
there  was  always  leisure  to  prune  a 
branch  here  or  tie  up  a  tendril  there. 
In  those  days,  and  in  that  peaceful  place, 
people  managed  to  make  money  in  a 
tranquil  way,  and  did  not  kill  themselves 
with  making  it. 

A    wandering    artist    had    made    the 
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drawing  and  given  it  to  the  young  Diir- 
leighs.  It  had  been  with  Hugh  in  his 
lonely  London  room  when  he  was  read- 
ing law  with  a  weary  brain,  and  it  had 
followed  him  to  the  big  house  he  had 
bought  with  his  wife's  money.  But  Mrs. 
Durleigh  had  insisted  on  banishing  the 
little  picture,  and  had  politely  asked  her 
husband  to  be  silent  about  the  shop  and 
the  cottage.  And  as  she  had  been,  so 
were  her  daughters. 


(     69     ) 


CHAPTER   lY. 

CONCEENING    COLINETTE. 

Lady  Colinette  was  a  person  who  took 
a  lively  interest  in  the  small  people 
around  her,  and,  as  a  rule,  ignored  the 
big  people  altogether.  The  big  people 
at  Northsea  kept  their  carriages  and 
dropped  their  h's,  but  they  were  not,  on 
the  whole,  as  pretentious  as  their  neigh- 
bours at  Silversea.  Lizzy  Hammond 
found  her  brother  prospering  in  his  busi- 
ness, for  all  the  Silversea  folks  had 
gardens  and  conservatories  ;  and  so  the 
Northsea  nursery  flourished,  and  Lady 
Colinette  became  a  true  friend  to  Lizzy 
and  the  children. 
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Lizzy's  brother  lived  in  a  comfortable 
little  house  which  faced  the  high  road, 
and  the  side  windows  overlooked  the 
garden  and  greenhouses.  She  had  quite 
a  smart  parlour  nowadays,  and  was 
sitting  there  crooning  old  songs  to  the 
children  in  the  fading  light,  when  Lady 
Colinette  came  in  with  the  brown 
baby. 

*^  I  dare  say  I  shall  astonish  you,  Mrs. 
Hammond,"  she  began.  ^'  But  I  have 
come  to  bring  you  something  that  Miss 
Durleigh  sends  you.     Here  it  is." 

Lizzy  had  gone  through  too  many 
varied  experiences  to  be  easily  startled, 
and  she  behaved  with  perfect  calmness. 
Putting  her  brother's  baby  quietly  into 
the  cradle  by  her  side,  she  held  out  her 
arms  for  the  new-comer  without  the  least 
hesitation. 

'''  My  lady,"  she  said,  '^  I'm  ready  to 
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take  anything  that  Miss  Durleigh  sends 
me,  come  what  may.  Maybe  she  has 
told  you  everything,  and  maybe  she  has 
not ;  but  I'm  not  the  woman  to  keep 
silence.  It  was  my  husband  who  took 
away  Maurice  Durleigh 's  life  with  his 
own  hand — one  of  the  best  and  bravest 
lives  that  ever  was  lived  in  this  evil 
world.  And  it's  a  joy  to  me  to  do  any 
of  those  good  works  which  Maurice  Dur- 
leigh lived  to  do  ;  it  makes  my  heavy 
burden  of  sorrow  easier  to  bear." 

Then  Lady  Colinette,  looking  out 
upon  the  winter  flowers  standing  in  rich 
clusters  in  the  grey  light,  told  Lizzy 
the  story  of  the  brown  baby.  And  while 
she  talked,  Lizzy's  deft  hands  were  busy 
with  the  child's  poor  garments,  loosening 
folds  and  strings  with  motherly  touches. 
The  little  one  made  no  outcry,  partly 
because    the    kind    fingers    were    very 
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tender,  and  partly  because  it  was  of  a 
placid  nature,  and  accepted  all  chances 
and  changes  with  a  tranquil  mind.  Mrs. 
Hammond's  investigations  proved  that 
the  small  stranger  was  clean,  but  poorly 
nourished.  It  must  have  some  food  at 
once,  she  decided. 

'^  Give  it  back  to  me  while  you  get 
something  for  it  to  eat,"  said  Lady  Coli- 
nette,  seating  herself  in  a  low  chair  by 
the  fire  ;  ^^  I  like  holding  babies.  We 
single  women  are  fond  of  playing  at 
motherhood  sometimes,  you  know." 

She  held  the  child  with  that  perfect 
ease  and  grace  which  marked  all  that 
she  did,  bending  over  it  with  a  slight 
swaying  movement  which  seemed  to 
have  been  learnt  in  old  nursery  days. 
Lady  Colinette  had  never  been  beautiful, 
and  she  was  no  longer  young ;  but  there 
belonged  to  her  that  nameless  gift  which 
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is  the  most  potent  of  all  feminine  spells. 
She  was  charming. 

And  every  one  recognized  this  fact, 
and  acknowledged  it  willingly  or  unwil- 
lingly, although  they  could  never  say 
precisely  what  her  special  attraction  was. 
Other  women  had  lissom  figures  and 
wore  plain  gowns  that  fitted  them  per- 
fectly ;  other  women  had  her  complexion, 
which  was  that  of  the  lightest  of 
brunettes  ;  and  others  had,  too,  that 
thick  dark  hair,  now  plentifully  powdered 
with  silver.  But  very  few,  perhaps, 
possessed  her  general  air  of  finish  and 
her  indescribable  way  of  moving  and 
holding  herself;  and  fewer  still  could 
boast  of  a  voice  as  clear  and  yet  as  soft 
as  hers.  Anyhow,  Colinette  was  Coli- 
nette  ;  a  woman  who  shone  out  among 
other  women  with  an  intense  brightness 
of  her  own,  and  drew  people  within  the 
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circle  of  her  radiance  whether  they 
wanted  to  come  or  not. 

When  she  spoke  of  ^^  playing  at 
motherhood,"  Lizzy  glanced  at  her  with 
a  half-wistful  look.  She  could  not  tell 
whether  Lady  Colinette  was  pitying  her- 
self, or  whether  she  was  quite  contented 
with  her  life  as  a  spinster.  Sitting 
there,  hushing  the  baby  in  the  firelight, 
she  looked  the  embodiment  of  maternal 
love  ;  and  her  method  of  handling  it 
showed  a  fitness  for  the  work  of  nursing 
children.  Yet  there  had  never  appeared 
in  Lady  Colinette's  manner  or  face  the 
slightest  shade  of  disappointment.  With- 
out the  least  straining  after  effect  she 
made  you  feel  that  she  enjoyed  her  life, 
and  her  wonderful  brightness  streamed 
out  upon  you  from  every  crevice  of  her 
heart. 

''You  will  nurse  the  baby,"  she  said, 
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after  a  pause,  '^  and  the  baby's  bene- 
factress will  be  my  care." 

''  Do  you  think  that  Miss  Durleigh 
is  really  ill,  my  lady?"  Lizzy  asked 
anxiously. 

''  I  think  she  is  fast  traversing  the 
road  that  leads  to  illness.  In  the  first 
place,  she  was  not  strong  enough  to  go 
to  Silversea  and  begin  life  afresh  among 
uncongenial  people ;  and  in  the  second 
place,  she  is  pining  after  London.  I 
know  something  of  that  homesickness 
myself.  When  I  die  they  will  find 
London  engraven  on  my  heart." 

"And  she  can't  go  back,"  Lizzy  said 
sadly.  "  When  I  saw  her  last  she  told 
me  that  she  was  poor,  and  her  uncle  had 
offered  her  a  home.  Since  then,  my  lady, 
I've  been  hoping  that  she  would  find  her 
way  here ;  but  she  did  not  come,  and  I 
feared  that  all  wasn't  going  well  with  her." 
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*^  She  was  too  languid  to  seek  you," 
Lady  Colinette  replied.  ^'  It  was  the  baby 
that  roused  her  to  action.  But  the  effort 
was  too  great  for  her  strength,  and  she  is 
exhausted.  I  shall  not  let  her  go  home  to- 
night. A  telegram  will  satisfy  her  rela- 
tions, I  suppose  ;  or  perhaps  it  would  be 
best  to  send  Judson  to  explain  the  matter." 

So  Lady  Colinette  rose  from  her  fire- 
side chair,  gave  up  the  baby  with  a  kiss, 
and  went  out  into  the  gloaming.  In  a 
thoughtful  mood  she  walked  away  from 
the  nurseryman's  door,  taking  her  way 
along  a  road  which  had  been  quite 
countrified  a  few  years  ago.  Even  now 
there  were  ancient  cottages,  battered 
and  moss-grown,  by  the  wayside,  and 
one  or  two  old  inns  that  had  a  look  of 
the  past  lingering  about  them  still.  Her 
grandmother  lived  in  a  large  grey  house 
with  many  windows,   which   stood   back 
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from  the  road,  and  was  deeply  shadowed 
by  trees.  When  you  had  shut  the 
gate  and  traversed  the  carriage-sweep, 
hemmed  in  and  sheltered  by  evergreens, 
you  felt  that  the  world  was  left  outside. 
The  place  seemed  to  be  given  up  to 
quietness  and  repose. 

Colinette  did  not  pause  a  moment  in 
the  dim  hall,  but  went  straight  upstairs 
to  a  large  bedroom,  all  aglow  with  ruddy 
firelight.  There  was  an  old-fashioned 
bed  with  carved  posts,  and  hangings  of 
rose  colour  and  grey ;  and  at  the  foot 
of  the  bed  stood  an  ample  sofa,  on 
which  a  slight  figure  was  resting  in  per- 
fect stillness.  Judson,  a  grave,  gaunt 
person  of  fifty,  was  hovering  near  the 
couch  with  a  cofi'ee-cup  in  her  hand. 

"  She  seems  a  little^  better,  my  lady  ; 
but  she  mustn't  move  just  yet,"  said  the 
maid  in  a  hushed  voice. 
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^*No;  she  mustn't  move,"  repeated 
Colinette,  going  up  to  Godiva,  and 
taking  the  frail  little  hand  in  a  warm  grasp. 

The  girl  opened  her  eyes,  and  looked 
gratefully  at  this  new  friend.  Now  that 
her  afternoon's  work  was  done  and  the 
baby  was  safely  disposed  of,  Godiva  felt 
that  all  her  fictitious  strength  had  ebbed 
away.  It  had  been  a  long,  long  day. 
She  remembered,  with  a  shiver,  her 
draughty  seat  by  the  breakfast  -  room 
window,  and  the  rasping  tones  of  Minnie 
Donnison.  Of  all  the  taunts  which  had 
been  hurled  at  her,  not  one  had  missed 
its  mark.  Every  dart  had  gone  straight 
into  the  quivering,  over-sensitive  breast 
until  she  had  crept  away  to  her  cold  little 
room  to  let  the  wounds  bleed  in  secret. 
And  then  came  that  solitary  walk  by  the 
sea,  and  the  sight  of  the  dead  woman 
huddled  up  on  the  bench. 
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Some  indescribable  power  had  sus- 
tained her  while  she  carried  the  baby 
and  walked  with  Dr.  Thorstone.  It  was 
not  till  they  had  reached  the  end  of  the 
tram-car  journey  that  Lady  Colinette 
perceived  the  signs  of  a  complete  break- 
down. Then,  with  calm  kindness  she 
had  taken  the  child  into  her  own  arms, 
and  had  led  Godiva  into  Mrs.  Woodroffe's 
house. 

'^  I  knew  that  Judson  would  look  after 
you,"  she  said,  still  holding  Godiva's 
hand.  *^  She  understands  nerves,  and 
you  are  all  nerves  just  at  present.  But 
now  I  must  send  her  to  Silversea  to  your 
friends.  Do  you  know  that  I  mean  to 
keep  you  here  all  night  ?  " 

Godiva  did  not  attempt  to  dispute  the 
point.  Lady  Colinette  had  won  an  easy 
victory  this  time,  and  her  guest  could 
only  murmur  words  of  thankfulness,  and 
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look  at  her  through  a  mist  of  tears.  As 
she  stood  holdiog  Godiva's  hand,  she 
made  upon  her  the  same  impression  that 
she  had  produced  at  first.  In  her  voice, 
in  her  manner,  in  her  movements  even, 
there  was  a  sweet  naturalness,  hlended 
sometimes  with  a  little  imperiousness 
which  sat  upon  her  very  well.  Colinette 
had  been  her  own  mistress  for  many 
years,  and  she  had  generally  succeeded  in 
making  people  do  as  she  wished.  Stiff- 
necked  men  and  women  had  bent  under 
the  influence  of  her  fascinations  ;  and  her 
will  power  was  always  so  carefully  veiled 
in  softness  that  few  suspected  how  strong 
it  was. 

After  a  few  words  with  her  mistress 
Judson  withdrew ;  and  Godiva  lay  watch- 
ing Colinette  as  she  moved  about  the 
room  divested  of  her  bonnet  and  fur. 
Presently  she  went  to  one  of  the  win- 
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dows,  and  drew  aside  the  curtain.  The 
sky  was  beautiful  with  golden  lights 
blending  with  the  soft  lavender  tints  of 
dusk ;  the  tops  of  the  tall  firs  stood  up, 
black  and  ragged,  against  the  gold  and 
grey.  The  wind  breathed  gently  through 
the  trees,  stirring  the  leafless  elms  and 
poplars  with  a  light  puff  now  and  then. 
There  was  a  suggestion  of  peace  in  every 
sigh — a  faint  assurance  that  strife  was 
over  and  repose  had  come  at  last. 

Strange  fancies  began  to  creep  into  the 
girl's  mind  as  she  watched  that  quietly 
moving  figure.  It  seemed  to  her,  in  its 
soft  grey  garb,  to  be  a  spirit  of  twilight 
and  rest.  Later  on  she  learnt  that 
Colinette  almost  always  wore  grey,  relieved 
sometimes  with  touches  of  red,  but  mostly 
with  violet.  In  everything  that  she  put 
on  her  own  personality  was  supreme  ;  she 
was  never  the  slave  of  fashion. 
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Letting  the  curtain  fall  into  its  ac- 
customed folds,  she  came  noiselessly  to 
Godiva's  side,  and  asked  if  she  felt  in- 
clined to  sleep. 

*^  I  think  I  am  getting  a  little  drowsy," 
Godiva  replied. 

"  Then  I  will  go  downstairs  and  drink 
tea  with  my  grandmother.  She  has 
probably  heard  that  I  have  a  young  lady 
up  here,  but  she  does  not  know  anything 
about  you.  Old  people  like  to  be  told 
everything.  Nothing  annoys  them  as 
much  as  a  thing  that  is  left  unexplained. 
For  my  own  part,  I  detest  having  things 
explained  to  me ;  it  bores  me  dread- 
fully. Besides,  there  is  scarcely  anything 
in  life  that  is  worth  the  trouble  of  an 
explanation." 

*^But  the   mysteries  of  life   are   very 

perplexing,"  Godiva  said,  rousing  herself. 

^'The  true  mysteries — yes.     But  not 
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the  small  puzzles  that  one  does  not  care 
to  spend  one's  brains  upon.  Now  I  must 
go ;  another  fiNQ  minutes,  and  granny 
may  lose  her  temper." 

She  went  away,  and  Godiva,  alone  in 
the  firelight,  was  conscious  of  a  languid 
sense  of  enjoyment.  The  cordial  kind- 
ness that  she  received  here  was  delight- 
ful, although  her  temples  ached,  and  she 
was  weary  from  the  crown  of  her  head  to 
the  soles  of  her  feet.  The  pleasant  room, 
the  old-fashioned  bed  with  its  pretty 
hangings,  the  large  goat-skin  rugs  on 
the  grey  carpet,  the  faint  light  in  the 
evening  sky,  all  seemed  to  belong  to 
some  peaceful  dream  of  a  new  existence  ; 
and  finally  she  fell  asleep  undisturbed  by 
the  homely  crackling  of  the  wood  fire. 

Downstairs  a  stately  old  lady  witli 
white  hair  was  sitting  in  the  shaded 
lamplight,  and  Colinette  was  pouring  out 
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tea,  Mrs.  Woodroffe  stroked  her  tabby 
cat  with  one  of  her  mittened  hands, 
looking  thoughtfully  at  her  grand- 
daughter all  the  while.  The  cat's  loud 
purr  of  contentment  seemed  to  fill  the 
room,  but  its  mistress  was  not  quite  easy 
in  mind. 

'^  Do  you  think  it  is  really  safe  to  take 
up  this  girl,  Colinette  ? "  she  asked  at 
last. 

'^  Dear  granny,  what  harm  can  she 
possibly  do  ?  Are  you  afraid  she  will  get 
up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  to  steal 
your  silver  candlesticks,  like  Jean 
Yaljean?" 

*'  Of  course  not.  But  I  think  she  may 
prove  to  be  a  nuisance  later  on.  This 
kindness  will  give  her  the  right  to  intrude 
on  you  by-and-by ;  and  she  will  come 
when  you  are  reading  or  writing  and 
break  into  your  occupation." 
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'^  If  she  does,  I  shall  make  her  under- 
stand that  I  dislike  intrusion.  But  I  am 
sure  she  will  not  intrude.  She  is  too 
gentle  and  refined." 

'^  Well,  but  you  may  be  altogether 
deceived  in  her.  You  have  taken  up  the 
wrong  people  once  or  twice,  you  know." 

''  One  can  hardly  go  through  life  with- 
out taking  up  a  few  of  the  wrong  people. 
Even  Amyot  Douglas  has  made  mis- 
takes of  that  kind,"  said^  Colinette, 
looking  musingly  into  her  tea-cup,  and 
speaking  more  to  herself  than  to  Mrs. 
Woodroffe. 

*'  Has  he  ?  Dear  me,  I  thought  he 
never  made  mistakes,"  remarked  the  old 
lady  in  an  innocent  voice.  ^'  I  always 
fancied  that  he  was  quite  a.  saint." 

^'It  takes  a  good  many  blunders  to 
make  a  saint,"  replied  Colinette  calmly. 
*'  The  saintly  nature  is  perfected  through 
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imperfections.  If  a  man  boasts  that  he 
has  never,  in  all  his  life,  been  taken  in, 
I  don't  like  him  any  the  better  for  such 
terrible  shrewdness.  Give  me  the  sweet 
spirit  of  charity,  even  if  it  sometimes 
veils  the  mental  sight." 

Mrs.  Woodroffe  sipped  her  tea,  and 
smiled  confidentially  at  the  cat,  as  if 
there  was  a  mutual  understanding 
between  them. 

'*And  so  this  young  lady  is  the 
daughter  of  a  philanthropist  ?  "  she  said 
after  a  pause.  ^'  The  children  of  phil- 
anthropists seem  to  profit  very  little  by 
the  general  benevolence  of  their  fathers. 
He  has  left  her  next  to  nothing,  I 
suppose  ?  " 

*^Not  much,"  Colinette  admitted  sadly. 
'^  And  yet,  when  one  thinks  of  it,  a  great 
deal.  She  has  the  remembrance  of  his 
unselfish  life,  and  it  is  a  lamp  which  will 
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light  her  through  many  a  dark  valley. 
She  will  watch  the  upspringing  of  the 
seed  which  he  sowed  before  he  passed 
away ;  and  she  will  rejoice  with  those 
that  reap.  Yes,  granny,  he  has  left  her 
something." 

"You  are  right,  Colinette."  Mrs. 
Woodroffe  spoke  in  a  clear  decided  tone. 
'*My  dear,  I  have  seen  girls  left  with 
great  fortunes,  and  they  have  scarcely 
dared  to  think  how  their  money  was 
made.  Poverty  is  a  miserable  thing ; 
but  there  are  memories  which  cannot  be 
gilded,  even  with  gold." 

Colinette  rose,  stepped  up  to  the  old 
lady's  side,  and  kissed  her  cheek. 

"You  are  a  lovely  granny,"  she  said 
with  soft  effusiveness.  "  When  you  let 
your  heart  speak  it  is  always  a  pleasure 
to  listen.  It  is  only  when  Tabby  sits 
on  the  arm  of  your  chair,  and  purrs  his 
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selfish  creed  into  yonr  ear,  that  you  are 
hard  upon  unworldly  people.  The  cat's 
creed  is,  ^  Be  comfortable,  and  never 
mind  anybody  else.  Don't  disturb  your- 
self.'    Isn't  it  written  on  his  face  ?  " 

*'  It  is,"  replied  granny,  laughing.  And 
Tabby,  a  little  ashamed  of  this  exposure  of 
his  private  views  of  life,  blinked  uneasily, 
and  finally  jumped  down  from  his  perch 
to  curl  himself  up  on  the  hearth-rug. 

**  All  the  same,"  said  Colinette,  going 
back  to  her  seat,  and  pouring  out  more 
tea ;  ^*  all  the  same,  you  know,  I  don't 
despise  a  reasonable  amount  of  worldly 
prudence.  Morris  Durleigh  ought  to 
have  provided  better  for  his  child.  I  do 
not  undervalue  money  myself,  although 
it  sickens  me  to  see  people  over-esti- 
mating it.  If  this  girl  had  not  been  poor 
she  could  have  lived  her  natural  life, 
instead  of  being  stifled  at  Silversea," 
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'^  Can't  you  teach  her  to  conquer  cir» 
cumstances,  instead  of  letting  circum- 
stances conquer  her  ?  "  Mrs.  Woodroffe 
asked,  with  a  searching  look,  *'  Of  all 
women,  you  are  the  fittest  to  teach  that 
art,  I  think,  I  have  seen  you  rise  and 
measure  yourself  with  a  difficulty,  wrestle, 
shake  off  its  grasp,  and  go  triumphantly 
on  your  way." 

Colinette  answered  the  look,  and  sighed. 

^'  It's  been  like  that  always  with  me," 
she  said.  *^But  you  know  that  I  have 
more  than  the  usual  allowance  of  vitality. 
The  poor  girl  upstairs  is  not  nearly  as 
strong  as  I  am.  She  almost  died  of  her 
first  great  sorrow.  I  cannot  tell  how  she 
is  to  face  the  sorrows  that  are  sure  to 
come." 

*'  She  must  gain  strength,"  remarked 
granny,  **  while  there  is  a  time  of  peace." 
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CHAPTEB  V. 


IN    HER    TONGUE  IS  THE  LAW  OF  KINDNESS." 


While  Godiva  dozed  and  Lady  Colinette 
and  her  grandmotlier  talked  downstairs, 
a  spare  room  was  got  ready  for  the  nnex- 
jjected  guest. 

When  Judson  returned  from  Albert 
House,  laden  with  a  hand-bag  of  neces- 
saries, and  many  kind  messages  from 
Honor,  she  found  Godiva  in  her  new 
quarters.  The  girl  looked  up  anxiously 
as  she  entered,  but  was  reassured  by  the 
waiting-woman's  ready  smile.  Judson's 
smile  was  like  a  sunbeam  breaking  over 
a  bit  of  rugged  stonework  ;  it  made  you 
forget  her  angles  in  a  moment. 
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Her  uncle  and  eldest  cousin  would  call 
to-morrow,  Judson  said;  ^they  had  ex- 
pressed themselves  with  much  concern 
and  affection.  They  thought  that  Miss 
Go  diva  Durleigh  was  still  feeling  the 
effects  of  past  illness,  and  would  send 
for  a  doctor  as  soon  as  she  returned  to 
them.  Godiva  was  duly  grateful,  but 
she  sank  back  in  a  large  chintz-covered 
chair,  and  said  that  she  did  not  want  a 
doctor. 

**  This  is  rest,"  she  murmured,  half 
shutting  her  eyes;  but  when  they  had 
left  her  for  the  night  the  sleep  that  she 
desired  would  not  come.  The  room  was 
pretty  and  cheerful;  it  had  a  modern 
bed  instead  of  Colinette's  '*  four-poster," 
and  a  canopy  of  dainty  buff  and  blue. 
A  shaded  night  lamp  stood  on  a  little 
table  in  the  corner;  there  was  an  old 
chest    of    drawers    with    brass    handles 
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gleaming  in  the  firelight ;  the  curtains 
were  drawn  across  the  windows  in  com- 
fortable folds ;  but  Godiva  could  not 
sleep. 

Little  unimportant  noises  set  her  nerves 
quivering — the  snap  of  a  coal;  the  sough 
of  an  awakening  breeze  in  the  firs  and 
poplars ;  the  inexplicable  creakings  that 
are  always  to  be  heard  in  old  houses  at 
nightfall.  She  sat  up  between  the  big 
pillows,  and  looked  uneasily  about  the 
room.  And  then,  as  vanished  scenes 
swept  across  her  inner  sight,  there  came 
back  innumerable  looks  and  tones.  Her 
father's  voice  was  in  her  ear,  his  arm 
was  flung  round  her  with  the  old  caress- 
ing pressure.  All  the  poignancy  of  her 
grief  returned — all  the  first  bitter  sense 
of  loneliness  overwhelmed  her  anew.  Oh, 
to  see  him  again,  out  of  the  body,  and 
tell  him  how  she  had  suffered  since  he 
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had  left  her  !  She  would  not  be  afraid  ; 
perfect  love  would  cast  out  fear;  she 
only  prayed  that  he  might  come  to  her 
in  the  stillness  of  the  night,  and  hear 
all  that  she  longed  to  say.  What  com- 
fort was  there  in  telling  one's  troubles  to 
the  invisible  ?  She  craved  one  glimpse 
of  the  dear  face,, even  if  it  were  a  phan- 
tom. Surely  it  would  be  easy  for  God 
to  answer  her  passionate  prayer,  and  send 
him  back  to  her  just  for  one  little  hour. 
It  was  too  cruel  to  wait  for  years — such 
long,  weary  years — till  she,  too,  had 
entered  into  the  ^^  house  not  made  with 
hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens." 

Then  suddenly  she  remembered  the 
face  of  the  baby's  dead  mother,  and  saw 
it  as  it  had  looked — white  and  cold — 
with  the  sea  breeze  blowing  over  it. 
What  if  she  should  come  wandering  back 
to   ask  about  the   welfare  of  her  child  ? 
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All  the  legends  that  told  of  the  return 
of  restless  mother- spirits  came  crowding 
into  her  mind ;  and  at  last,  with  her 
heart  beating  violently,  she  rose,  and 
began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room, 
trying  vaguely  to  escape  from  the  un- 
defined fears  which  had  taken  possession 
of  her  brain. 

A  little  flame  shot  up  from  the  red 
embers  in  the  grate,  and  at  the  same 
moment  something  sprang  softly  out  of 
the  depths  of  the  arm-chair,  brushed  past 
her,  and  vanished.  Godiva  threw  out 
both  hands  in  an  agony  of  terror,  tried 
to  scream,  and  found  no  voice.  Breath- 
ing in  gasps,  she  groped  her  way  to  the 
door,  but  the  slippery  brass  handle  re- 
fused to  turn  in  her  trembling  fingers, 
and  then,  at  last,  her  cry  for  help  rang 
out  sharp  and  shrill. 

Mrs,  Woodroflfe,  comfortably  asleep  in 
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her  own  downy  bed  in  a  distant  room, 
did  not  hear  that  cry.  But  there  was 
some  one  else  who  was  wide  awake. 

Lady  Colinette  was  sitting  at  a  lamp- 
lighted  table  by  the  fire  with  an  open 
desk  in  front  of  her.    A  packet  of  '^proofs" 
was  ready  to  be  sent  off  by  the  m@rning's 
post ;    and,   when   this    serious   business 
was  done,  she  had  lingered  over  her  desk 
to   write    a   little   love-song,  which   had 
been    murmuring  in   her   ears    all    day. 
This  was  always  the  way  in  which  her 
songs  were  written;  something  sung  them 
to  her,  and  softly  dinned  them  into  her 
brain,   till   she   was    driven   to    get   pen 
and   paper   and  put   them   down.      But 
Colinette  always  steadily  maintained  that 
she   was   not   a  real    poet,    but    only   a 
singer   of  songs — a   sort    of    troubadour 
woman   going   about   in   the   world   and 
stringing  verses  together  about  all  sorts 
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of  eveiy-day  things.  This  was  true ; 
and  yet  when  her  fancies  lighted  like 
butterflies  upon  some  well-worn  truth 
they  touched  it  with  such  airy  grace 
and  beauty  that  it  took  a  new  aspect. 
Her  httle  songs  got  into  everything — into 
iQagazines  and  newspapers  and  books  of 
all  kinds ;  into  women's  aching  hearts 
and  men's  weary  brains.  Common  people 
heard  them  gladly;  clever  people  liked 
them  as  they  liked  the  breath  of  clover 
or  the  wild  scent  of  a  honeysuckle  flung 
across  a  hedge.  And  that  was  how  she 
had  won  her  popularity. 

Poor  Godiva's  shrill  cry  cut  short  the 
-love-song.  The  pen  w^as  thrown  down 
in  an  instant,  and  Colinette  made  a 
swift  rush  across  the  passage  that  sepa- 
rated the  guest-chamber  from  her  own. 
Godiva  was  still  clutching  the  door- 
handle,   when    the     door     opened    and 
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Colinette  came  softly  in — a  small, 
dainty  figure  in  a  purple  dressing-gown 
edged  with  grey  fur.  Her  hair,  which 
was  even  rougher  and  more  curly  than 
Godiva's  own,  hung  loose  and  thick 
about  her  head  and  face ;  and  in  this 
disarray  she  was  so  simple  and  natural, 
and,  moreover,  so  young,  that  the  poor 
girl  clung  to  her  with  a  murmur  of 
relief,  almost  inclined  to  think  that  a 
long-desired  sister  had  been  sent  to  her 
at  last. 

Colinette  understood  all  phases  of  ner- 
vousness, and  was  never  discomposed  by 
the  things  that  people  said  and  did  when 
their  nerves  were  out  of  order.  She  put 
her  arm  round  the  slight,  trembling  shape 
and  held  it  close  to  her  bosom,  speaking 
comfortable  words  now  and  then,  and 
stroking  tbe  tangled  locks  away  from 
the  poor  little  white  face.     Her  slender 
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fingers  had  almost  a  mesmeric  power 
in  their  touch;  by-and-by  the  tumult 
of  Godiva's  fears  subsided;  she  drew 
one  or  two  long  breaths,  and  then  began 
shakenly  to  apologize  for  having  been 
so  very  foolish — so  very  ungrateful. 

'^  You  poor  child,"  Colinette  answered 
softly.  ''  Don't  you  know  that  I  realize 
all  you  have  gone  through  ?  Don't  you 
see  that  any  other  delicate  girl,  having 
been  much  wrought  upon,  would  have 
screamed  in  the  middle  of  the  night  ? 
But  you  are  not  afraid  now  ?  " 

''  No  ;  not  now.  But  something  did 
frighten  me ;  it  sprang  out  of  the  arm- 
chair," said  Godiva  timidly. 

*'  And  there  it  is  by  the  door,  waiting 
to  be  let  out,"  returned  Colinette.  '^Oh, 
Tabby,  you  have  filled  up  the  measure 
of  your  iniquities  to-night !  You  deserve 
to  be  cut  off  fi'om  milk  to-morrow  for  this 
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offence.  Is  there  no  warm  basket  under 
the  kitchen  table  that  you  must  needs 
secrete  yourself  in  the  guest-chamber? 
Oat  upon  you,  nefarious  cat !  " 

The  nefarious  cat  lifted  his  broad  face 
pleadingly,  and  mewed  in  an  undertone. 
Golinette  opened  the  door  and  shoo'd  him 
into  the  passage  and  downstairs. 

'^  You  had  an  excellent  excuse  for  your 
scream,"  she  said,  returning  to  Godiva. 
*'  Now  let  me  coax  you  into  bed  again, 
and  I  will  sit  near  you  till  you  go  to 
sleep." 

^^  Oh,  but  I  don't  like  to  keep  you 
sitting  up  !  "  Godiva  protested  faintly. 

*^  You  won't  keep  me  sitting  up  long, 
unless  you  obstinately  decline  to  go  to 
sleep.  Here  I  shall  remain  until  you  are 
fairly  launched  on  the  sea  of  oblivion." 

So  saying,  Golinette  drew  the  ai;m- 
chair  up  to  the  hearth,  and  nestled  her 
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little  slippered  feet  in  the  white  goat-skin 
rug.  She  stirred  the  fire,  which  began  to 
blaze  merrily  again  behind  the  high  brass 
fender;  then  glanced  up  at  a  large  oval 
mirror  hanging  on  the  opposite  wall,  and 
saw  the  reflection  of  her  own  graceful 
figure  in  the  purple  dressing-gown. 
Godiva,  lying  imder  the  blue  and  buff 
canopy,  had  obediently  closed  her  eyes ; 
but  Colinette's  gaze  only  rested  on  her 
for  a  moment.  She  was  in  a  thoughtful 
mood,  and  the  faint  smile  that  just  curved 
her  lips  told  that  her  musings  were  not 
unpleasant.  She  turned  her  face  towards 
the  fire  again ;  but  what  she  thought  of 
as  she  sat  and  looked  into  its  glowing 
hollows  it  would  have  been  difficult  to 
tell.  People  often  take  long  journeys 
without  going  a  step  away  from  home ; 
they  travel  off,  perhaps,  into  next  year, 
and  gather  the  flowers  that  never  will 
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grow  there,  or  wound  their  hearts  with 
thorns  that  they  will  never  find.  The 
real  country,  when  it  is  explored,  gene- 
rally proves  to  be  very  unlike  that 
shadowy  land  into  which  we  make  so 
many  dream  excursions.  But  if  Colinette 
had  allowed  herself  to  wander  into 
phantom  regions,  she  soon  came  back 
again. 

Godiva  was  sleeping  soundly ;  her 
regular  breathing  told  of  perfect  repose, 
A  church  clock  chimed  half-past  twelve, 
when  Colinette  rose  noiselessly  from  her 
seat,  and  glided  away  to  her  own  room 
again.  There  she  sat  down  at  her  desk, 
calmly  added  the  last  lines  to  the  un- 
finished poem,  turned  out  the  lamp,  and 
went  quietly  to  her  pillow. 

The  next  morning  brought  Hugh  Dur- 
leigh  and  his  eldest  daughter  to  Mrs. 
Woodroffe's     door.       Hugh    was    really 
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anxious  about  his  niece,  and  Ladv  Coli- 
nette  saw  that  he  possessed  real  feeling. 
To  Honor  she  was  very  stately. 

Godiva,  feeling  strangely  weak  and 
worn,  was  pillowed  up  in  bed,  with  a  soft 
grey  shawl  wrapped  round  her  shoulders, 
when  her  cousin  was  ushered  into  the 
room  by  Judson.  Honor  had  quite  lost 
her  self-assured  manner  ;  she  came  up  to 
the  bedside  almost  meekly,  with  a  nervous 
air  that  took  the  invalid  by  surprise. 

*^I  am  sorry  you  are  ill,"  she  began. 
^'But  indeed,  Godiva,  it  was  very  start- 
ling to  see  you  carrying  that  baby  in  St. 
Matthew's  Eoad.  "We  did  not  know 
what  people  would  say,  and  we  were 
rather  annoyed — Sybil  especially.  How- 
ever, I  dare  say  you  thought  yourself 
doing  right." 

'^  It  must  have  been  startling,"  Godiva 
admitted  frankly.     **  I  own   I   was   not 
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thinking  of  myself  at  all,  nor  of  any  one 
but  the  baby.  Do  you  know  all  about  it, 
Honor?  Have  they  told  you  how  I 
found  it  on  the  ground — dropped  from 
its  dead  mother's  arms  ?  What  could  I 
do  ?  It  seemed,  you  see,  to  be  sent  to 
me  to  take  care  of." 

^^  Oh  yes,"  said  Honor,  *'  I  know  you 
acted  with  the  best  intentions.  And,  of 
course,  I  think  it  is  right  for  some  one  to 
look  after  destitute  children.  It  is  quite 
clear  that  you  have  made  a  friend  of 
Lady  Colinette  Crewe,  so  that  the  matter 
has  ended  weU." 

^^  Lady  Colinette  is  very  kind,"  Godiva 
replied  in  a  weary  voice.  She  felt  as  if 
nothing  that  she  could  say  or  do  would 
ever  bring  her  nearer  to  Honor,  and  the 
thought  tired  her.  It  suggested  dreary 
years  of  vain  endeavour — perhaps  on  both 
sides. 
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''  I  hope,"  said  Honor  hesitatingly, 
*'  that  she  won't  think  you  are  uncom- 
fortable with  us,  Godiva.  It  would  be 
unpleasant  to  have  people  fancying  that 
we  do  not  get  on  well.  Sybil  is  provoking, 
I  know;  but  she  does  not  mean  all  the 
foolish  things  she  says.  I  should  be  sorry 
if  Lady  Colinette  supposed " 

''I  see,"  interrupted  Godiva  gently. 
*'You  may  rest  assured  that  I  shall  not 
complain  of  my  relations.  And  indeed. 
Honor,  I  should  be  very  ungrateful  if 
I  did  not  acknowledge  all  your  kindness." 

The  words  were  spoken  in  a  sweet, 
tired  tone,  and  the  clear  eyes  looked  at 
Honor  with  truth  in  their  steadfast  gaze. 
No  ;  Godiva  would  not  complain ;  her 
lips  were  sealed  by  a  sense  of  dehcacy 
and  right  feeling.  To  Honor  at  that 
moment  there  came  a  sudden  conscious- 
ness of  inferiority  ;  a  startling  revelation 
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of  the  high  ground  on  which  this  girl  had 
taken  her  stand.  They  had  all  judged 
her  as  one  of  themselves ;  but  it  was 
plain  that  she  was  not  on  their  level ; 
and  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  the 
cold  armour  of  self-satisfaction  which 
Honor  had  always  worn  was  broken 
through. 

**  When  first  I  came  among  you,"  the 
sweet  voice  went  on  faintly,  "  I  did  not 
realize  how  hard  it  was  for  you  to  have 
a  stranger  thrust  into  your  family  circle. 
I  thought  only  of  my  own  sorrow,  and  of 
my  grief  in  leaving  London  ;  and  so  I 
was  always  sad  and  silent,  lacking  the 
spirit  to  try  to  win  your  hearts.  It  is 
not  surprising.  Honor,  that  you  have  not 
liked  me ;  but  I  will  do  better  when  I 
get  well,  and  come  back." 

Would  she  ever  get  well?  Her  face 
was  as  white  as  a  snowdrop,  and  the  eyes 
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seemed  to  have  a  supernatural  clearness, 
as  if  they  had  seen  some  beatific  vision  of 
eternal  peace.  Honor  was  not  in  the  least 
imaginative,  but  something  in  that  look 
filled  her  with  a  strange  fear  and  made 
her  tremble.  She  tried  to  speak,  and  no 
fitting  words  occurred  to  her ;  yet  she 
would  have  given  much,  just  then,  for 
the  power  of  expressing  herself  kindly. 
It  was  a  positive  relief  when  the  door 
opened,  and  Lady  Colinette  came  in  with 
a  gentle  air  of  authority. 

^*  I'm  afraid  my  patient  must  not  talk 
any  more,"  she  said  courteously  to 
Honor.  *'Will  you  pardon  me  if  I  dis- 
miss you  ?  I  am  used  to  sick-rooms,  and  I 
know  that  one  cannot  be  too  careful." 

Honor  was  submissive  at  once.  She 
stooped  over  Godiva  and  kissed  her  with 
only  a  whispered  good-bye.  Lady  Coli- 
nette followed  her  out  of  the  room,  and 
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attended  her  ceremoniously  to  the  head 
of  the  stairs. 

^^  Do  you  think  she  is  going  to  he  very 
ill  ?  "  Honor  asked  the  question  involun- 
tarily, with  a  catching  of  the  breath. 
'^  She  looks  so  white  and  fragile." 

Lady  Colinette  answered  her  in  a 
softer  voice  ;  she  was  a  shade  less  digni- 
fied, and  Honor  felt  the  difference. 

*'I  believe  we  shall  save  her  from  a 
severe  illness.  I  think  she  has  been 
sent  to  me  to  nurse  her  back  to  hope  and 
strength.  People  are  sent  to  each  other, 
sometimes.  Miss  Durleigh." 

Honor  murmured  some  vague  reply, 
and  went  downstairs,  feeling  that  she 
had  not  made  the  most  of  her  oppor- 
tunity, and  that  Janet  and  Sybil  would 
have  thought  her  manner  very  stupid. 
But  she  was  thinking  so  much  about 
Godiva's  wan  face,  that  the  acquaintance 
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with  Lady  Colinette  was  put  into  the 
background.  Even  her  father,  accus- 
tomed as  he  was  to  her  usual  coldness, 
thought  her  strangely  frigid  and  reserved 
when  they  drove  away  from  Northsea 
together. 

Mrs.  Woodroffe,  secure  in  her  own  cosy 
sanctum,  had  heard  the  faint  sound  of 
voices,  and  guessed  that  Colinetfce  was 
being  bored  by  her  protegee's  relations. 
The  old  lady  was  amused ;  she  knew  that 
her  granddaughter  enjoyed  the  seclusion 
of  Fir  House,  and  lived  a  happy  dream- 
life  with  her  books ;  and  she  felt  that  a 
heavy  price  was  paid  for  entertaining 
a  stranger.  Mrs.  Woodroffe  had  not 
yet  seen  the  invalid  upstairs,  and  it 
had  seemed  to  her  that  Colinette  was 
making  an  unnecessary  fuss  with  the 
girl. 

''Now   she   will   see    how    hasty    and 


TEE  LAW   OF  KINDNESS.  109 

romantic  she  has  been,"  granny  said  to 
herself.  ''  Nothing  annoys  her  as  much  as 
intrusion.  To  those  she  loves  she  is  as 
sweet  as  summer,  and  very  few  suspect 
how  haughty  she  really  is.  These  Dur- 
leigh  people  will  irritate  her  a  good  deal, 
if  I  am  not  mistaken." 

But  even  a  sagacious  old  lady  is  mis- 
taken sometimes.  Colinette  appeared  at 
luncheon  with  an  unshadowed  brow,  and 
talked  quite  composedly  of  the  morning 
callers. 

'^  They  were  cut-and-dried  people,"  she 
said,  '^  but  there  is  some  humanity  in 
them.  Miss  Durleigh — Honor,  as  my 
little  friend  calls  her — wanted  to  cry, 
and  went  downstairs  making  a  queer 
face,  which  quite  softened  my  heart. 
When  I  see  a  touch  of  nature  I  am 
always  hopeful.  Godiva  will  be  happier 
with  her  relations  by  and-by." 
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'^  She  ought  not  to  have  complained  of 
them,"  remarked  Mrs.  Woodrofife. 

'*  She  has  never  uttered  a  single  com- 
plaint. I  know  more  about  her  history 
from  Mrs.  Hammond  than  I  could  have 
learnt  from  herself.  But  any  one  could 
have  seen  that  the  girl  was  living  in  an 
uncongenial  atmosphere.  However,  I 
think  that  matters  will  improve." 

"Do  you  intend  to  undertake  the 
improving  ?  "  granny  asked. 

"Of  the  relations?  No;  they  will 
work  out  their  own  improvement.  But  I 
don't  intend  to  discard  Godiva  when  I 
send  her  back  to  them.  You  see,  she  is 
just  the  kind  of  girl  who  will  profit  by 
my  experience.  As  you  said  last  night, 
I  must  try  to  teach  her  to  conquer 
circumstances." 

"  You  say  she  is  delicate,"  said  granny, 
shaking  her  head. 
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*'  Yes ;  but  delicate  women  so  often 
develop  unexpected  strength.  And  I  saw 
last  night  that  she  could  control  herself 
and  Hsten  to  the  voice  of  common  sense. 
Ah,  granny,  wait  till  she  comes  down- 
stairs !  I  predict  that  you  will  get  very 
fond  of  her." 

*'  I  am  too  old  to  get  very  fond  of  new 
faces,  my  dear,"  Mrs.  Woodroffe  replied. 
"  Did  you  tell  me  she  was  pretty  ?  " 

'^Better  than  pretty.  Yes;  she  has  a 
spiritual  kind  of  prettiness ;  and,  best  of 
all,  she  is  graceful.  Never  embarrassed, 
because  she  is  never  self-conscious.  In 
short,  she  is  the  very  girl  for  you  to  make 
a  pet  of,  granny." 
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CHAPTEK   VI. 

THE   FIRST   LINKS  OF  A  CHAIN. 

After  one  day  spent  upstairs,  Godiva 
came  down,  and  was  introduced  to  Mrs. 
Woodroffe.  The  old  lady  was  a  bishop's 
widow,  a  strict  observer  of  propriety,  and 
a  good  judge  of  all  matters,  social  and 
conventional.  Poor  Godiva,  in  her  sim- 
plicity, approached  this  stately,  white- 
haired  woman  without  fear,  never  dream- 
ing that  she  was  to  be  severely  criticized. 
But,  as  Lady  Colinette  knew  well  enough, 
there  was  no  need  for  Morris  Durleigh's 
daiighter  to  dread  criticism  ;  she  had  the 
modest  ease,  free  from  all  vulgar  famili- 
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arity,  which  certain  happy  natures  possess 
from  childhood.  Like  Evelyn  Hope,  she 
was  a  combination  of  ^*  spirit,  fire,  and 
dew;"  and  her  manner  always  har- 
monized with  her  surroundings.  Her 
smile,  and  the  candid  look  in  her  clear 
eyes,  attracted  Mrs.  Woodroffe  at  once. 

Fir  House  was  even  more  delightful 
than  Garden  Lodge  at  Eichmond;  for 
here  wag  Lady  Colinette,  and  her  grace 
and  refinement  pervaded  every  room,  like 
the  delicate  perfume  of  a  flower.  Was 
there  ever  a  woman  so  bright,  and  yet  so 
tender  ?  Godiva  never  tired  of  watching 
her  and  trying  to  find  out  the  secret  of 
that  witchery  which  every  one  acknow- 
ledged, and  no  one  could  understand. 
From  Colinette 's  companionship  one 
derived  new  life  and  strength;  among 
her  many  gifts  was  the  power  of  impart- 
ing vitality  to  others  without  any  loss  to 
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herself.  She  was  so  strong,  so  thoroughly 
alive,  that  she  could  bestow  freely  with- 
out impoverishing  her  stock  of  vital  force. 
In  the  afternoon  there  were  callers. 
Mrs.  Woodroffe  received  few  people ; 
but  General  Espinasse  was  an  old  friend, 
and  his  granddaughter  came  with  him. 
Belle  the  beautiful  was  especially  kind 
to  Godiva,  and  even  took  pains  to 
talk  to  her.  To  all  lookers  -  on  this 
meeting  between  the  two  girls  would 
have  seemed  one  of  the  most  trivial  in- 
cidents in  hfe  ;  as  unimportant  as  if  some 
passing  wind  had  blown  two  leaves  to- 
gether. But  in  truth  it  was  the  begin- 
ning of  a  new  chain ;  the  first  link  in  a 
series  of  links,  destined  to  wind  about 
three  lives,  and  cling  round  them  so 
closely  that  every  thought,  feeling,  and 
action  would  know  the  pressure  of  those 
fetters  for  many  a  year  to  come. 
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Lady  Colinette  had  stationed  herself 
at  the  tea-tray,  with  Belle  and  Godiva 
near  her.  The  general,  sitting  by  Mrs. 
Woodroffe's  side,  was  chatting  about  old 
times,  and  the  people  they  had  both 
known  in  their  youth. 

^'  Then  there  were  the  Long  worthy  s," 
he  said.  '^  There  is  only  one  of  the  old 
family  left,  a  grandson  of  the  Keetor  of 
Hammersley.  Poor  dear  old  Long- 
worthy  !  I  dined  at  the  rectory  just 
before  he  died;  he  always  gave  such 
good  dinners,  you  know.  The  grandson 
was  one  of  the  most  gentlemanly  lads  I 
ever  met.  Pity  he  didn't  go  into  the 
service." 

'^  All  the  Longworthys  were  in  the 
army  or  the  Church,  chiefly  in  the 
army,"  remarked  the  old  lady.  ^^They 
were  a  fine  soldierly  race.  I  remember 
the    rector's    son,    Horace   Longworthy. 
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What  a  splendid  fellow  he  was  !  He  was 
killed  in  India,  was  he  not  ?  " 

^^  Yes,  killed  in  India.  It  nearly  broke 
the  rector's  heart,"  rephed  General 
Espinasse.  ^*  The  widow  and  the  boy 
came  home  to  the  old  rectory ;  but  she 
didn't  last  long,  poor  thing.  A  very 
pretty  woman  —  I  can  recall  her  face 
quite  distinctly  —  but  her  people  were 
rather  vulgar,  I  believe — city  people,  you 
see." 

''I  only  saw  her  once,"  said  Mrs. 
Woodroffe.  ^^It  was  soon  after  the 
marriage.  She  was  most  lovely  and 
perfectly  refined.  I  can  scarcely  think 
that  she  came  of  a  vulgar  stock ;  there 
was  such  a  grace  about  her.  But  what 
has  become  of  the  boy  ?  Was  he  not 
comfortably  provided  for  ?  " 

The  general  shook  his  head. 

*^But    Mrs.    Horace  Longworthy   had 
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money,"  persisted  granny;  ^^  and  the 
rector  ought  to  have  saved  something  ?  " 

''Horace  ran  through  all  his  wife's 
money ;  and  the  rector  didn't  leave  a 
sou.  Dear  old  Longworthy  always  lived 
up  to  his  means ;  he  entertained  better 
than  any  of  the  men  one  knows  nowa- 
days, a  perfect  gentleman  of  the  old 
school.  And  then  he  took  a  great  deal 
of  pride  in  his  garden ;  it  was  a  large 
piece  of  ground,  and  he  made  it  a  para- 
dise. When  you  were  there  you  never 
could  believe  that  you  were  in  the  middle 
of  a  noisy  town ;  you  trod  on  the  finest 
turf,  and  saw  the  choicest  flowers  that 
were  to  be  found  anywhere." 

''  Oh  yes  ;  I  can  remember  that  gar- 
den. The  bishop  often  spoke  of  it  when 
he  was  living,"  said  Mrs.  Woodroffe. 
*'  We  stayed  at  the  rectory  once  or 
twice." 


118  GOD IV A    BURLEIGH, 

''  Well,  there  isn't  much  of  it  left  now. 
The  rector  was  hardly  cold  in  his  grave 
when  they  cut  down  all  the  trees,  and 
pulled  up  the  flowers.  They  wanted  to 
build  new  schools  on  the  ground,  and 
fchey  built  them.  The  old  house  stands, 
but  every  vestige  of  the  garden  is  gone, 
and  the  playground  is  right  under  the 
new  rector's  windows.  Instead  of  look- 
ing out  upon  a  perfect  Eden,  he  sees  a 
crowd  of  dirty  little  brats.  I  hope  he 
likes  it— I  shouldn't !  " 

*'I  think  he  does  like  it,"  said  granny 
thoughtfully.  ^'  He  is  a  man  of  the  new 
school — an  energetic,  seK-denying  High 
Churchman.  He  did  not  go  to  Ham- 
mersley  to  enjoy  his  life,  but  to  use  it  for 
the  good  of  the  people.  He  would  con- 
sider the  needs  of  the  children  before 
anything  that  was  pleasant  to  himself." 

^^  Well,  the  parsons  of  the  old  school 
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were  quite  good  enough  for  me,"  re- 
marked the  general,  stroking  his  heavy 
white  moustache,  and  looking  into  the 
fire  as  if  he  could  see  visions  of  vanished 
faces.  **  In  my  early  days,  a  rector  was 
always  a  gentleman.  Perhaps  more 
people  go  to  heaven  nowadays ;  I  dare 
say  they  do,  for  our  new  parsons  drive 
them  along  the  narrow  way  like  a  flock 
of  sheep,  and  if  one  slips  out  of  the  path 
they're  after  him  like  a  shot.  The  old 
clergy  didn't  do  that  sort  of  thing ; 
but  they  were  gentlemen — they  were 
gentlemen." 

Granny's  gentle  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
her  old  friend  with  a  kindly  gaze,  and 
presently  they  grew  a  little  dim.  He  was 
an  imperious,  selfish  old  man ;  but  she 
was  sorry  for  him.  If  he  had  ever  loved 
anything  it  belonged  to  the  past ;  and  this 
present  time,  with  its  rush  and  fever  of 
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work,  seemed  to  him  to  contain  nothing 
that  was  worth  caring  for.  They  were 
all  gone — those  haughty,  courtly  men 
and  women  who  had  been  the  com- 
panions of  his  youth ;  and  in  their  stead 
had  come  a  new  race  with  larger  minds 
and  freer  manners.  He  did  not  under- 
stand them,  and  they  did  not  want  him. 

**It's  a  vulgar  age,"  he  went  on,  still 
looking  absently  into  the  fire.  It's  an 
advertising  age ;  we  advertise  our  re- 
ligion with  all  the  other  commodities. 
It's  an  age  of  posters  :  glance  at  any 
available  bit  of  wall,  and  you'll  see  Pears' 
soap,  with  an  indecent  baby " 

**  Babies  are  never  indecent,"  inter- 
rupted granny  mildly. 

**  But  the  pictures  of  them  are.  Try 
Pears'  soap — try  our  liver  pills — try  to 
save  your  souls !  Upon  my  word, 
madam,  you  are  asked  to  look  after  the 
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welfare  of  your  liver  and  your  soul  at  the 
same  moment,  and  that's  more  than  can 
be  reasonably  expected  of  any  man. 
When  I  was  younger,  we  were  no  more 
troubled  about  our  livers  than  we  were 
about  our  souls  ;  but  then — we  dranh 
better  wine  I  Every  tradesman  had  his 
own  trade,  and  stuck  to  it ;  we  ordered 
our  wine  from  our  wine  merchant,  and 
our  sugar  and  tea  from  the  grocer.  And 
now  we  have  jumbled  all  our  trades  into 
one  confounded  muddle,  and  heaven 
and  earth  have  got  mixed  up  together. 
I  shall  be  right  glad  to  take  my  departure 
from  such  a  confusing  world." 

Although  the  general  had  spoken 
under  the  influence  of  irrepressible  feel- 
ing, he  had  never  raised  his  voice.  Ac- 
customed all  his  life  to  discipline,  he  had 
his  vocal  organs  under  control,  and  knew 
how   to    moderate    his    tones    to    suit    a 
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lady's  drawing-room.  Granny  appre- 
ciated his  self-restraint,  and  sympathized 
with  the  emotion  which  had  prompted 
the  outburst. 

^^  It  is  a  confusing  world,"  she  said 
softly.  *^But  it  has  not  quite  done  with 
struggling  out  of  its  old  stagnant  life. 
We  shall  not  live  to  see  the  age  of  peace. 
You  know  the  lines  that  Colinette  is  so 
fond  of  quoting  ? — 

'  The  old  order  changeth,  giving  place  to  new, 
And  God  fulfils  Himself  in  many  ways.' 

We  have  lost  faith  in  many  things,  but 
we  believe  in  God  still  ?  " 

^'  Certainly.  All  gentlemen  believe  in 
God,"  replied  the  general.  ^^  It's  only 
these — ahem — these  rabid  reformers  who 
deny  the  existence  of  the  Almighty. 
They  have  got  to  such  a  pifcch  of 
Radicalism  that  they  hate  the  idea  of  a 
Supreme  Power.     Why,  we  used  to  think 
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no  more  of  an  Atheist  than  we  did  of  a 
mad  dog.  By  George  !  if  we  didn't  be- 
lieve in  God  there  would  be  nobody  to 
swear  by  ! " 

''  But  we  think  better  of  them  now," 
said  granny  bravely.  ^'  We  know  that 
in  many  eases  the  honest  doubter  is  the 
twin  brother  of  the  true  believer,  and  by- 
and-by  they  will  be  one.  Yet  we  feel 
that  the  golden  day  dawns  slowly/* 

^' It  won't  dawn  for  me — here,"  the 
general  answered  ;  ^^  but  you  were  asking 
about  Horace  Longworthy's  boy  ?  " 

^'  Yes.  Do  you  know  what  has  become 
of  him  ?  " 

*^  He  has  gone  into  trade,"  said  the 
general  in  a  tone  of  utter  despondency. 
"  As  gentlemanly  a  lad  as  ever  breathed, 
exactly  like  his  grandfather,  and  he  is  a 
tradesman !  He  wanted  to  serve  the 
Queen,  as  his  father  had  done  before  him, 
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and  there  wasn't  a  sixpence  to  help  him. 
It  was  trade  or  nothing.  His  mother's 
relations  came  forward  and  offered  him 
their  business  or  the  workhouse  ?  " 

Lady  Colinette,  who  had  been  watching 
Godiva,  saw  a  soft  flush,  faint  as  the 
dawn,  stealing  over  her  pale  face. 

''  What  is  the  matter,  my  child  ?  "  she 
asked. 

'^  Oh,  it  wasn't  quite  as  bad  as  that !  " 
exclaimed  the  girl  in  a  low,  hurried  tone. 
**  They  were  talking  about  Eex  Long- 
worthy,  and  he  is  a  friend  of  mine." 

^'  Is  he  indeed?"  Lady  Colinette  gave 
her  a  swift  glance  of  scrutiny.  ^^  I  know 
the  name  of  Longworthy  quite  well. 
And  the  general  was  speaking  of  your 
friend  ?  " 

**  Yes  ;  he  evidently  thinks  that  Kex — 
that  Mr.  Longworthy  was  unkindly  used 
by  his  mother's  family.     But  indeed  the 
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Kemples  love  him  dearly,  and  he  is  very 
fond  of  them." 

'^  Grandpa  will  be  interested  in  this," 
said  Belle,  raising  her  voice  a  little.  And 
when  the  old  man  looked  round  at  her 
she  added,  *'  Miss  Durleigh  can  tell  you 
something  about  the  grandson  of  your 
old  friend.  It  seems  that  she  knows 
him  very  well  indeed." 

The  general  turned  towards  Godiva 
with  his  air  of  grave  mihtary  courtesy. 
He  was  really  anxious  for  information; 
this  young  fellow,  Kex,  was  one  of  the 
few  remaining  links  that  connected  him 
with  the  companions  of  the  past.  And 
while  Godiva  answered  his  questions  in 
her  sweet  voice,  Colinette  watched  her, 
and  thought  how  pretty  she  was.  Fragile 
and  pale  as  a  wood  anemone,  she  seemed 
all  the  more  delicate  when  one  glanced 
from  Belle's  richly  blooming  face  to  hers. 
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Yet  the  general,  too,  saw  something  to 
admire  in  the  limpid  eyes,  and  gave  her 
his  full  attention. 

**  Then  there  is  really  a  chance  of 
meeting  young  Longworthy  ?  "  he  said. 
*'  He  has  arranged  to  come  to  Silversea 
after  Christmas  ?  If  you  will  kindly  ask 
him  to  spare  me  a  little  time  I  shall  be 
most  grateful." 

*'He  will  be  very  glad  to  see  you," 
Godiva  answered  confidently.  *'  Some- 
times he  longs  for  the  sight  of  one  of 
his  grandfather's  old  friends.  And  I 
know  he  still  regrets  that  he  is  not  a 
soldier.  He  cannot  quite  forget  that  his 
heart's  desire  was  denied." 

'^^Poor  lad,  it  was  a  great  shame  to 
put  him  into  trade,"  said  the  old  man 
kindly.  **  I  suppose  those  uncles  and 
aunts  thought  that  they  were  doing  the 
right   thing  for  him ;    but  it  was  hard. 
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very  bard.  Still,  I  am  glad  to  know  that 
they  are  better  than  I  thought." 

Mrs.  Woodroffe  went  early  to  rest,  and 
then  Colinette  proposed  that  Godiva 
should  sit  and  talk  with  her  for  a  little 
while  in  her  room. 

"  I  had  a  sort  of  conviction  that  you 
did  not  want  to  go  to  bed  yet,"  said 
Colinette,  putting  her  guest  into  a 
luxurious  chair,  '^  and  I  felt  sure  you 
wouldn't  sleep  if  I  sent  you  there.  Your 
eyes  are  wide  awake.  Now  confess  that 
you  are  longing  for  a  chat  ?  " 

"  I  do  confess  it."  Godiva's  cheeks 
had  taken  a  bright  rose  tinge.  *'  Perhaps 
I  am  a  little  excited.  My  life  has  been 
so  lonely  of  late  that  it  was  almost  too 
much  pleasure  to  meet  some  one  who 
knew  my  friend." 

*' Exactly."  Colinette  turned  to  the 
fire,   and  watched  the  flickering  of  the 
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flames.  *^And  this  friend,  Mr.  Long- 
worthy,  has  been  intimately  connected 
with  your  joys  and  sorrows  ;  isn't  it  so  ?  " 

Godiva  was  sitting  with  her  hands 
folded  about  her  knees.  She  unclasped 
and  clasped  them  with  a  soft  restless- 
ness. 

"  Yes,"  she  said.  '^  He  knew — us,  and 
used  to  come  to  Buckingham  Street  in 
my  happy  days.  We  liked  him  very 
much  ;  he  was  so  kind  and  natural  always. 
And — and  he  was  with  us  on  the  last 
night  of  my  father's  life,  he " 

Colinette  laid  a  hand  on  her  arm. 

"Wait  a  moment,"  she  said  in  her 
tenderly  modulated  voice.  '*  That  good 
woman,  Mrs.  Hammond,  told  me  every- 
thing. So  it  was  he  who  was  with  you  ? 
Ah,  I  can  understand  what  a  strong  bond 
there  is !  " 

Godiva  drew  a  long  breath  and  sank 
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back  in  the  chair  for  a  moment,  resting 
her  cheek  against  the  cushion,  and  shut- 
ting her  eyes.  The  rose  flush  had  quite 
faded  from  her  face,  leaving  it  lily  white. 
For  a  few  seconds  Colinette  looked  at 
her,  with  a  sad  kindness,  in  silence. 

**  I  am  a  weak  creature,"  the  girl  said, 
suddenly  sitting  up.  '*  You  are  wonder- 
fully patient  with  me.  I  wonder  where 
you  learnt  the  art  of  comforting  people. 
Just  one  touch  of  your  hand,  or  one  w^ord 
spoken  in  your  tender  tone,  conveys  a 
sense  of  healing." 

Colinette  smiled,  and  looked  away 
again  into  the  fire. 

**We  must  all  go  to  the  school  of 
suffering  to  learn  that  art,"  she  answered. 
*'  Little  children  only  do  not  need  to 
learn  it  there.  If  you  are  in  distress  a 
child  will  put  its  dimpled  hand  into 
yours,    and   look    at  you   with   innocent 
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wonder ;  and  presently  it  will  press  a 
soft  cheek  ^against  your  wet  face.  But 
then,  the  Father  Himself  has  taught 
them  sympathy,  and  they  have  not  had 
time  to  forget  His  lesson.  We  have 
forgotten  many  things  that  children 
know,  and  we  cannot  learn  them  anew^ 
without  trouble  and  pain." 

''But — is  it   possible  that    you    have 
suffered?  "  Godiva  asked. 

*' Does    it    seem    impossible?"    Coli- 
nette's  eyes  met  hers  half-smilingly. 
''I  think  it  does,"   Godiva  admitted, 

with  a  thoughtful  gaze.      ''  You  are  so 

bright — so  vigorous.     I  can't  fancy  that 

any  storm  has  ever  laid  your  life  waste. 

If  it  had,  you  could  not  look  as  you  do 

now." 

For  an  instant  Colinette  did  not  reply  ; 

but  the  smile  still  lingered  on  her  lips 

and  in  her  eyes. 
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*'  I  suppose  you  will  hardly  believe 
me,"  she  said,  very  sweetly  and  slowly. 
*'Yet  I  must  tell  you  that  there  was  a 
time  when  I  could  truly  say,  ^  All  Thy 
waves  and  storms  are  gone  over  me.'  " 

For  some  minutes  after  this  Godiva 
did  not  speak.  She  sat  still,  and  looked 
at  the  graceful,  calm  woman  in  the 
purple  dressing-gown  and  grey  fur.  And 
there  mingled  with  her  deep  admiration 
a  kind  of  faint  pity  for  the  same  woman 
in  her  youth ;  yet  how  absurd  it  seemed 
for  her  to  pity  Lady  Colinette  ! 

'^Come,"  said  Colinette  brightly; 
''you  have  yet  to  tell  me  all  about  this 
friend  of  yours.  Just  half  an  hour 
longer,  and  then  you  must  leave  me  for 
the  night." 
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CHAPTEE  VII. 


*'  SCAECE    OTHEB    THAN   MY   OWN   IDEAL 
KNIGHT." 


*'  Theee  was  no  reason  why  Godiva 
should  leave  them  just  yet,"  said  Coli- 
nette ;  and  granny  echoed  her  words. 
The  old  lady  was  growing  quite  fond  of 
the  girl,  and  liked  to  have  her  by  her 
side.  Godiva  read  aloud  to  her  in  a  clear 
soft  voice  which  was  pleasant  to  old  ears, 
held  her  skeins  of  wool  with  willing 
hands,  and  listened  with  unflagging 
interest  to  all  her  stories  of  the  past. 
Albert  Villa  and  the  unsympathetic 
cousins  seemed   to  be  miles   and   miles 
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away ;  the  wounds  that  Sybil  and  Minnie 
had  inflicted  were  healing  fast ;  and 
Godiva  felt  as  if  she  had  known  Mrs. 
Woodrofife  and  Lady  Colinefcte  all  the 
days  of  her  life. 

There  is  always  a  sweet  familiarity 
where  there  is  true  sympathy.  We 
recognize,  in  a  moment,  the  very  looks 
and  tones  that  we  have  dreamed  of  in 
our  sorrow  and  loneliness ;  and  when 
they  come  to  us  we  feel  that  they  are 
not  new,  but  well  known.  Nothing  that 
was  said  or  done  in  Fir  House  ever  took 
Godiva  by  surprise  ;  all  these  kindnesses 
were  her  old  desires,  coming  back  to  her 
in  their  realization.  And  so  she  accepted 
everything  with  a  delightful  ease  whicli 
made  it  a  pleasure  to  be  good  to  her. 

^^  I  am  going  up  to  town  for  a  day  and 
a  night,"  said  Colinette  one  morning,  as 
she  seated  herself  at  the  breakfast-table. 
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"■  It  won't  be  kind  to  leave  you  alone, 
granny,  will  it?  But  if  you  could  be 
contented  with  Koper  and  Judson  I  would 
take  Godiva  with  me." 

Godiva  looked  up  with  a  soft  flush  of 
delight  stealing  over  her  face. 

^*  What  a  disagreeable  old  person  I 
must  be,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Woodroffe, 
with  a  smile  at  her  girl-friend.  ^^  You 
seem  to  stand  in  doubt  of  me  altogether. 
I  shall  enjoy  the  extra  attention  I  shall 
receive  from  Eoper  and  Judson;  and  if 
they  fight  over  me  there  will  be  some 
amusement  to  be  got  out  of  that !  As  to 
Godiva,  I  am  certain  that  a  few  hours  in 
London  will  complete  her  cure." 

*^  Then  that's  settled,"  said  Colinette. 
'^I  want  to  see  my  publishers;  but  I 
shall  not  go  to  them  till  Tuesday  morn- 
ing— did  I  mention  that  we  shall  be  off 
on  Monday  by  the  early  train?      After 
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we  have  had  luncheon  we  shall  pay  a 
visit  to  an  exhibition  of  pictures  in  Bond 
Street." 

^' Is  there  anything  special  there?" 
granny  asked. 

^*  Yes.  I  must  explain  to  Godiva  that  I 
persuaded  a  noted  beauty  to  let  a  young 
artist  paint  her  portrait.  The  artist  has 
a  mother  and  sister  depending  on  him, 
and  sometimes  an  honest  man  may  make 
a  stepping-stone  of  a  woman's  vanity. 
My  beauty-friend  is  good-natured,  and 
when  I  talked  to  her  she  listened." 

**  Most  people  listen  when  you  talk," 
granny  remarked. 

''It  is  very  kind  in  them;  I  talk  a 
great  deal  of  nonsense.  But,  seriously, 
I  am  anxious  that  my  young  artist  shall 
succeed,  and  I  must  judge  of  the  portrait 
for  myself." 

So  it  was  settled,  rapidly  and  decidedly, 
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in  Colinette's  own  fashion.  And  Godiva 
wrote  two  letters,  one  to  Aunt  Susanna 
in  Holies  Street,  and  one  to  Kex  at  Bar- 
nard's Inn.  The  note  to  Eex  was  brief 
and  rather  stiff,  but  her  heart  throbbed 
fast  with  happiness  when  it  was  written. 
After  that  she  counted  the  hours  till 
Monday  morning  came. 

It  was  a  glorious  autumn ;  no  fog 
obscured  the  atmosphere,  no  bitter  winds 
stripped  the  trees  of  their  last  leaves. 
And  to  Godiva  it  seemed  as  if  she  had 
come  back  to  find  that  London  had 
grown  brighter  in  her  absence ;  it 
seemed  to  smile  upon  a  returned  exile — 

"  With  newly-swept  and  garnished  skies." 

But  although  she  felt  much  she  said 
little,  for  Colinette  did  not  encourage 
her  to  talk.  She  was  not  allowed  to  say 
anything  or  do  anything  till  she  had 
been    taken    into     the   hotel    and    duly 
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rested  and  fed.  And  then  they  went  to 
the  picture  gallery  in  Bond  Street. 

The  November  day  was  so  bright  that 
the  sunshine  streamed  in,  touching  a 
picture  here  and  there  with  a  golden 
finger.  After  consulting  the  catalogue, 
Lady  Colinette  went  straight  across  the 
room  to  a  corner  where  her  friend's 
portrait  was  hung;  but  Godiva  began 
near  the  door  with  number  one.  This 
was  a  charming  bit  of  woodland,  rich 
with  the  glow  of  an  autumn  sunset ; 
number  two  w^as  a  seascape  in  the  faint 
light  of  a  misty  dawn;  but  she  did  not 
linger  over  these.  It  was  the  third 
picture  that  arrested  her  attention  and 
seemed  to  hold  her  by  a  spell. 

Yet  the  artist  had  chosen  no  new  sub- 
ject. There  was  the  altar  of  a  ruined 
chapel,  with  moss  and  ferns  growing  out 
of  the  broken  stones,  and  the  clear  light 
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of  a  spring  evening  falling  upon  a  kneel- 
ing knight.  But  suddenly  it  seemed  to 
Godiva  that  a  vague  dream,  seen  in  old 
poems  and  felt  in  old  minstrelsy,  had 
taken  human  shape ;  and  she  knew  that 
this  man  was  an  embodiment  of  true 
chivalry.  His  casque  was  lying  among 
the  tangled  grass  and  flowers,  and  the 
sunlight  rested  on  the  broad  square  brow 
from  which  the  dark  hair  was  swept 
away.  He  had  a  beautiful  mouth,  firm 
and  sweet,  and  set  in  grave  lines ;  the 
eyes,  blue  -  grey,  were  deep  -  set,  and 
possessed  an  intensity  of  expression 
which  brown  or  blue  eyes  seldom  know. 
It  was  a  bronzed  face,  freshened  by  wind 
and  sun,  and  marked  with  traces  of 
sorrow  and  strife  and  patience.  But 
the  storms  that  had  passed  over  it  had 
taken  nothing  from  its  exceeding  beauty 
of  grave    tenderness  and    perfect  truth. 
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Yoli  knew  that  he  had  kept  the  vow 
that  the  Knights  of  the  Bound  Table 
swore  to  the  blameless  king.  You  were 
not  careful  to  ask  his  history — it  was 
graven  legibly  on  the  grand  face. 

''  What  do  you  think  of  him  ?  " 

It  was  only  Lady  Colinette  who  had 
spoken,  but  Godiva  started  visibly. 

*'Ah,  I  have  brought  you  back  into 
the  every-day  world  again,"  said  Coli- 
nette, smiling.  **You  were  away  at 
Camelot  with  Galahad  and  Percivale  and 
Lancelot.  Or  with  Douglas  at  the  battle 
of  Langside.  Well,  this  man  is  worthy  to 
bear  them  company.  And  he  has  the  best 
of  rights  to  use  the  motto  of  his  race." 

*^Do  you  mean  that  he  is  a  real 
person  ? "  asked  Godiva,  hopelessly 
puzzled.  '^If  he  is  real,  why  is  he 
rigged  out  in  a  suit  of  mail?" 

^^  Because  people  are  always  yearning 
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after  the  outward  and  visible  signs  of  a 
hero,"  Colinette  replied.  *'  Mr.  Great- 
heart  is  always  armed  cap-a-pie  when 
they  make  pictures  to  the  *  Pilgrim's 
Progress.'  The  world  never  ceases  to 
feel  its  need  of  heroes.  Well,  this  man 
comes  of  the  old  Douglas  clan;  but  in- 
stead of  armour  he  wears  an  ordinary 
black  coat,  and  looks  as  if  he  wore  it  as 
a  concession  to  the  time  in  which  he 
lives.  Even  the  clerical  garb  can't 
deprive  him  of  the  knightly  aspect." 

''Oh,  is  he  a  clergyman?"  There 
was  a  faint  touch  of  disappointment  in 
Godiva's  tone. 

''Yes;  and  a  very  poor  one.  You 
must  not  connect  him  with  any  of  those 
fashionable  parsons  who  came  in  for 
some  of  Morris  Durleigh's  hardest  blows. 
Your  father  knew  this  man,  and  they 
have  worked  together." 
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**  Oh,  is  it  Amyot  Douglas?"  asked 
Godiva,  her  face  suddenly  illuminated. 
'^  My  father  loved  him  very  much ;  it  was 
he  who  taught  people  to  understand  the 
work  that  father  did.  He  has  done  a 
great  deal  of  unrecognized  good.  I  have 
heard  it  said  that  he  is  a  poet  who  does 
not  own  his  poems  —  a  philanthropist 
who  will  not  lay  claim  to  the  title.  Ah, 
how  I  wish  I  could  see  him !  " 

**  Would  that  all  good  wishes  could  be 
as  quickly  granted !  "  said  Colinette,  with 
a  bright  smile. 

Her  eyes,  uplifted  with  a  look  of 
welcome,  were  gazing  straight  over 
Godiva's  head;  and  the  girl  turned 
quickly  to  find  that  a  tall  man  had 
entered  unperceived  and  was  stand- 
ing behind  her.  Her  colour  came  and 
went  nervously.  Had  Mr.  Douglas 
heard  what  she  had  said  of  him  ?     But 
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his  greeting  was  so  gentle  that  she 
was  calm  in  a  moment. 

She  listened  with  intense  pleasure 
when  he  spoke  of  Morris  Durleigh,  and 
the  name  that  he  had  left  behind  him. 
It  was  a  name  more  widely  known  than 
his  daughter  had  thought.  The  Kemples 
in  their  secluded  home  had  never 
reahzed  the  wide  extent  of  Morris  Dur- 
leigh's  influence.  And  Hugh,  absorbed 
in  his  own  business,  and  cramped  by  his 
narrow  life,  had  never  comprehended 
that  larger  life  which  had  once  been  so 
near  his  own. 

Mr.  Douglas  said  only  a  few  words  ; 
but  they  were  words  which  contained 
volumes.  Godiva  stood,  for  the  first 
time  since  her  father's  death,  face  to 
face  with  a  man  who  had  entirely  under- 
stood Morris  Durleigh  and  his  work. 
Later   on  she  learned   that  this  gift   of 
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*^  understanding  "  is  a  great  power.  It 
is  like  a  strong  breath  that  blows  the  fog 
away  from  people's  eyes,  and  shows  them 
what  the  workers  are  doing  and  have 
done. 

^^And  now,"  said  Colinette  to  Amyot 
Douglas,  ^'  will  you  tell  me  something 
that  I  long  to  know  ?  Here  is  a  picture 
called  '  The  Knight's  Prayer.'  How 
has  the  artist  contrived  to  give  your  face 
to  his  knight  ?  Every  one  knows  that 
you  have  refused  a  hundred  times  to  sit 
for  your  portrait." 

^^  Is  it  like  me?"  he  said  doubtfully. 
"  I  almost  hope  that  it  is  not." 

^'So  like  you,"  Colinette  replied,  *Hhat 
one  feels  one  has  known  you  for  ages  in 
that  suit  of  burnished  steel ;  so  hke  you 
that  the  resemblance  is  almost  startling." 

**Well,  I  have  only  a  very  common- 
place little   story  to  tell  about  the  pic- 
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ture,"  Amyot  Douglas  answered.  **It 
is  done  by  a  rising  young  artist.  When 
I  knew  him  first  he  was  a  half-starved 
lad  in  a  garret.  Of  course,  it  was  my 
business  to  see  that  he  was  fed  and 
helped  on  until  his  difficulties  were  con- 
quered. And,  just  because  I  came  to 
him  in  his  darkest  hour,  my  face  was 
stamped  upon  his  mind;  and  he  has 
transferred  it  to  his  canvas." 

Then  he  went  his  way,  after  a  few 
more  words,  and  the  two  friends  lingered 
over  the  picture. 

'^  What  is  it,"  Godiva  asked  suddenly, 
'^  that  makes  him  different  from  other 
men?" 

'^  Perhaps  it  is  that  hint  of  antique 
chivalry  in  all  that  he  does.  Who  can 
tell  ? "  said  Colinette,  as  they  turned 
slowly  towards  the  door.  ^*  Godiva,  I 
can   say,   like   the   poor   artist,  that   he 
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came  to  me  in  my  darkest  hour,  and 
that  is  why  his  face  is  stamped  on  my 
mind.  I  had  lost  hope  and  faith  ;  all  the 
old  waymarks  were  hidden  in  a  mist ;  all 
the  evil  things  that  beset  Christian  in 
the  dark  valley  were  assaiHng  me.  And 
suddenly  he  came  into  my  life  strong  and 
calm  as  Greatheart,  and  I  followed  him 
into  the  light  of  peace." 

Godiva  looked  at  her  for  a  moment  with 
a  wondering  gaze.  Colinette  met  the  look 
and  smiled — one  of  her  brightest  smiles. 

^^You  think  I  have  had  a  sensational 
love  story,  and  you  want  to  hear  it,"  she 
said.  ^^  I  cannot  indulge  all  your  de- 
sires, my  child.  It  is  enough  for  you  to 
know  that  I  left  a  woman's  usual  hopes 
and  dreams  in  that  dark  valley,  and  that 
I  am  your  true  friend,  all  the  better  able 
to  help  you  because  I  shall  be  a  single 
woman  to  my  life's  end." 

VOL.  II.  L 
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A  little  later  stories  and  pictures  were 
banished  from  Godiva's  mind  for  a  time; 
for  there  was  Kex  waiting  for  her  in  the 
great  drawing-room  of  the  hotel,  and 
looking  eagerly  for  her  coming. 

<<  Why,  Godiva,  you  are  as  fragile  as 
ever,"  he  said,  taking  her  hand  and  re- 
garding her  gravely.  ^'  We  hoped  you 
would  grow  stout  and  strong  at  Silversea. 
Doesn't  the  air  agree  with  you  ?  " 

^*I  have  not  been  there  very  long,  have 
I  ?  "  she  returned  evasively. 

**  Quite  long  enough  to  know  if  the 
place  is  healthy  or  not.  Aunt  Charlotte 
said  you  wrote  cheerfully;  but  I  don't 
think  you  put  everything  in  your  letters." 

^*  Oh,  Kex,  do  people  ever  put  every- 
thing into  letters?"  she  asked,  looking 
up  and  smiling. 

'^  I  think  they  do  when  they  are  writing 
to  trusted  friends.    My  aunts  would  never 
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forgive  you  if  you  were  to  be  ill  down 
there  and  not  tell  them.  But  let  us  find 
a  quiet  corner ;  shall  we  ?  I  want  to 
know  how  you  became  acquainted  with 
Lady  Colinette  Crewe." 

The  quiet  corner  was  found.  They  sat 
side  by  side  on  a  comfortable,  padded 
sofa  near  one  of  the  great  windows,  and 
she  told  him  the  story  of  the  little 
brown  baby,  and  the  first  meeting  with 
Colinette. 

^*It  is  certain  that  your  guardian  angel 
takes  good  care  of  you,'  he  said,  looking 
at  her  with  grave  eyes.  ''You  have  fallen 
into  excellent  hands ;  but  how  different 
it  might  have  been !  You  are  such  a 
dear  impulsive  girl,  that  sometimes  one 
trembles  for  you." 

<'  Why  need  any  one  tremble  for  me? 
Oh,  Kex,  I  am  glad  you  believe  in 
guardian  angels  !  " 
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^'  It's  a  belief  that  makes  it  easier  to 
live  miles  away  from  you,"  he  answered, 
with  a  ring  of  deep  feeling  in  his  tone. 

She  glanced  away  for  an  instant,  then 
looked  back  at  him  with  her  sweet  face 
alight. 

^^It  makes  it  easier  for  me  to  live  miles 
away  when  I  feel  I  am  not  forgotten," 
she  said,  in  a  voice  that  trembled  a 
little.  **  I  don't  think  I  could  bear  it  as 
well  as  I  do  if  it  were  not  for  the  hope 
of  coming  back  some  day.  Somehow  or 
other,  I  mean  to  make  more  money.  I 
hate  talking  about  money,  but  it  mixes 
itself  up  with  everything  against  one's 
will." 

*'  Girls  ought  not  to  be  worried  with 
money  making,"  rejoined  Eex,  knitting 
his  dark  brows  and  looking  stern.  ^^  I 
suppose  you  are  still  nursing  your  Kterary 
dreams?  " 
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'^  Lady  Colinette  encourages  me,"  said 
Godiva,  with  a  little  air  of  triumph. 
^^  She  makes  money,  you  know." 

^^  Sliel  Of  course  she  does;  all  the 
world  knows  Colin  Clare  :  and  she  knows 
all  the  world.  It's  precisely  that  thorough 
knowledge  of  the  world  and  all  its  ways, 
crooked  and  straight,  which  gives  her 
pen  such  a  power.  My  dear  little  girl, 
don't  let  yourself  be  fooled  with  vain 
hopes.  One  must  live  stories  before  one 
WTites  any  that  are  worth  reading." 

**  Perhaps  I  shall  live  a  story,"  Godiva 
answered  undauntedly;  *'and  then  I  shall 
write  it.  Meanwhile  there  is  no  harm  in 
trying;  is  there  ?  " 

*'  No  harm  unless  you  shut  yourself  up 
too  much.  Isn't  it  a  pity  to  throw  youth 
and  health  away  unless  you  are  sure  of  a 
due  recompense  ?  Godiva  dear,  I  wish 
you  would  give   up   this  feverish  desire 
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after  work.  Try  to  live  an  every-day 
woman's  life,  and  wait  and  see  what  will 
come  to  you.  Are  you  unhappy  in  your 
uncle's  house?  He  told  us  that  he  would 
treat  you  as  his  own  child." 

'*  He  is  always  kind,"  she  replied. 

''And  your  cousins?  I  suppose  they 
are  not  monsters,  are  they?  Yet  you 
don't  seem  to  flourish  in  the  air  of  Silver- 
sea.  Poor  child,  I  wonder  what  is  really 
the  best  thing  to  do  ?  " 

There  was  something  almost  tragic  in 
the  look  of  distress  that  crossed  his  hand- 
some face.  It  was  a  truth  that  he  did 
not  know  the  best  thing  to  do.  Deep 
down  in  his  heart  there  was  the  desire 
to  make  Godiva  his  wife  ;  the  conscious- 
ness that  she  was  the  true  soul-mate  who 
only  comes  to  a  man  once  in  a  lifetime. 
But  there  were  many  reasons  why  an 
immediate  marriage   would  be   unwise : 
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both  were  young ;  Uncle  Joseph  dis- 
approved of  early  matches  ;  Godiva  her- 
self needed  the  teaching  and  training  of 
experience.  Yet  it  was  hard  to  leave  this 
delicate  flower  growing  in  an  unkindly 
soil. 

But  the  girl  came  to  his  aid  in  a 
moment,  soothing  his  troubled  spirit  with 
a  woman's  sweet  instinct,  and  choosing 
the  right  words  to  say. 

"  You  mustn't  fret  about  me,  Kex.  Of 
course  I  am  a  little  homesick  sometimes, 
but  that  has  to  be  borne.  After  all,  I'm 
not  very  far  away ;  and  if  I  should  chance 
to  break  down,  I  dare  say  your  aunts  would 
invite  me  to  Eichmond." 

**I  hope  you  won't  wait  to  be  invited, 
Godiva,"  said  the  young  fellow  earnestly. 
**  If  you  want  to  go  you  have  only  to  wire 
to  them,  and  then  follow  your  message. 
Aunt  Henrietta  is  easily  upset  by  any- 
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thing  sudden,  but  that  doesn't  matter  in 
the  least.  It  is  Aunt  Charlotte  who  is 
the  ruling  spirit,  and  she  is  always  ready 
for  an  emergency." 

*^  Perhaps  they  will  let  me  come  to 
them  in  the  summer,"  Godiva  answered. 
"•  But  I  don't  want  to  upset  any  one, 
Kex ;  and  I  shall  get  on  very  well." 

Now  that  she  had  got  a  distinct  glimpse 
of  Kex's  true  feeling,  she  felt  strong 
enough  to  endure  anything. 

^^And  I  have  made  new  acquaint- 
ances," she  went  on,  speaking  brightly. 
'^  There  is  a  certain  General  Espinasse, 
who  knew  your  grandfather.  I  met  him 
the  other  day  at  Fir  House,  and  told  him 
that  you  were  coming  to  Silversea.  He 
had  been  wanting  to  know  what  had 
become  of  you." 

*^  General  Espinasse  !  "  Rex  repeated. 
^^  He  belongs  to  my  old  life.     He  was  at 


MY  KNIGHT.  153 

the  last  dinner-party  that  was  ever  given 
at  the  rectory.    And  he  remembers  me?  " 

**  Indeed  he  does.  You  will  go  to  see 
him,  I  hope.  He  has  a  granddaughter 
called  Belle — the  most  beautiful  girl  I 
have  ever  seen." 

'*0h,  she  doesn't  matter,"  said  Kex 
lightly.  ^^  But  I  should  like  to  see  the 
old  man  again.  He  knew  us  all — my 
grandfather,  my  father,  and  my  mother." 

^*  Yes ;  he  told  me  about  your  mother's 
beauty.  Mrs.  Woodroffe  knew  her  too. 
Eex,  here  is  Lady  CoHnette  coming  to 
find  me.     Shall  I  present  you  to  her  ?  " 

'*  Of  course  I  shall  be  delighted,"  Kex 
replied. 

Godiva  satisfied  him  by  performing  her 
task  properly;  and  Lady  Colinette  took 
the  seat  which  Eex  placed  for  her.  They 
began  a  conversation  at  once,  and  Godiva 
listened,  thinking,  with  secret  pleasure. 
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that  she  had  never  seen  Eex  appear  to 
snch  advantage  before.  All  his  grand- 
father's training  was  apparent  in  him 
now  ;  all  the  Old-World  courtliness 
(always  so  charming  in  these  free-and- 
easy  days)  was  brought  into  play. 
Godiva  w^as  so  proud  of  him  that  her 
face  was  quite  radiant  when  he  bade  her 
good-bye. 

'^  How  bright  you  are  looking,  my 
child!"  said  Lady  Colinette ;  and  the 
girl  became  conscious  that  those  dark 
hazel  eyes  were  gazing  deeply  into  hers. 
*'But  it  is  the  kind  of  brightness  that 
will  pass  and  leave  weariness  behind.  I 
don't  mean  mental  weariness,  but,  in 
your  case,  the  frame  is  too  weak  to  bear 
the  strain  of  a .  little  excitement.  Do 
you  want  to  know  what  I  think  of  Mr. 
Longworthy  ?  He  is  very  handsome,  and 
I  like  him." 
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How  often  afterwards  did  Godiva  re- 
member these  last  golden  hours  before 
the  light  of  hope  had  died  out  of  her  sky, 
before  the  water-floods  rose  and  prevailed, 
and  Eex  was  carried  far  away  out  of 
reach  of  her  voice !  She  slept  soundly 
that  night  in  the  hotel  bedroom,  and 
dreamt  of  Amyot  Douglas  kneeling  in 
the  glow  of  a  solemn  sunset,  and  saying 
a  prayer  for  them  all. 
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CHAPTEE  VIII. 

AN    INKY    CHAPTER. 

GoDiVA  did  not  find  Sybil  any  more 
amiable  when  she  returned  to  Albert 
Villa;  but  Honor  was  certainly  kinder, 
and  Janet  gave  some  faint  tokens  of 
increased  civiHty.  And  Godiva  was 
herself  greatly  improved.  Lady  C din- 
ette's influence  had  told  upon  her  uncon- 
sciously ;  under  the  warmth  of  that 
sunny  nature  she  had  expanded;  and 
then,  too,  there  was  the  revived  hope 
of  making  something  by  her  pen. 
CoHnette  had  given  her  hints,  had 
looked    over   the   crude    fragment   of    a 
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story,  and  had  earnestly  advised  her  to 
go  on, 

''  You  will  succeed  one  of  these  days, 
Godiva,"  she  had  said;  ^* but  in  order  to 
succeed  you  must  keep  your  eyes  open. 
Don't  be  content  with  merely  dreaming 
out  your  characters.  Look  at  the  real 
people  you  meet,  and  take  a  trait  from 
this  one  and  that  oiiQ.  Talk  to  them, 
and  they  will  talk  to  you.  Do  not  hurry 
over  your  work;  collect  your  materials 
slowly  and  carefully,  and  give  due  thought 
to  their  arrangement.  And  as  London  is 
stamped  on  your  heart,  write  of  London, 
and  of  the  scenes  that  have  been  enacted 
before  your  own  eyes.  No  one  ever 
tires  of  the  true  he  art- stories  of  men  and 
women ;  but  we  must  have  histories,  not 
of  phantoms,  but  of  human  beings  like 
ourselves." 

So  Godiva  toiled  away  in  her  little  bare 
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room  at  the  top  of  the  house,  remember- 
ing all  Colinette's  injunctions.  Often  and 
often  her  thoughts  took  wing  and  flew  far 
from  Albert  Yilla  and  its  unsympathetic 
inmates  to  the  old  haunts  that  she  had 
loved  so  well.  And  if  the  hero  of  her 
story  had  a  brown  complexion  and  a  pair 
of  deep  blue  eyes,  there  was  nothing 
wonderful  in  that.  Kex's  face  rose  up 
before  her  as  she  wrote ;  Kex's  voice 
constantly  sounded  in  her  ears.  He  was 
coming  —  coming  after  Christmas  —  she 
repeated  to  herself  a  thousand  times. 

Meanwhile  the  weather  grew  colder. 
East  winds  came  blowing  across  the  sea, 
cutting  sharply  through  Godiva's  window, 
and  piercing  her  to  the  bone.  Her  old 
room  in  London  had  been  warm  and 
comfortable  in  the  sheltered  street,  and 
she  began  to  feel  the  cold  keenly. 

"You   have    a   cough,    Godiva,"    said 


AN  INKY  CHAPTER.  159 

Hugh  Duiieigh  at  dinner  one  evening. 
''  Do  you  take  care  of  yourself  ?  '' 

^'As  well  as  I  can,  uncle,"  she  an- 
swered cheerfully.  ^'  But  this  east  wind 
will  not  let  any  one  alone/' 

^^I  hope  you  avoid  draughts,"  he  went 
on.  *'  Seaside  houses  are  apt  to  be 
draughty,  you  know.  The  girls  find  the 
breakfast-room  warm  in  the  mornings. 
Do  you  sit  there?  " 

^'Godiva  doesn't  condescend  to  sit  with 
us,"  said  Sybil.  ^'  She  prefers  solitude  in 
her  own  room." 

*'  Are  you  very  busy  in  your  own 
room?"  Hugh  asked  quickly.  *^You 
are  not  studying  too  hard,  are  you  ?  " 

*^  Oh  no,  uncle.  1  am  doing  a  little — 
writing,"  replied  Godiva,  who,  in  spite  of 
her  desire  to  hide  the  truth,  was  yet  too 
honest  to  make  a  mystery. 

There  was  a  slight  titter  from  Sybil. 
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Hugh   looked   at  his  niece  thoughtfully 
and  with  anxiety. 

"  If  you  must  write,  why  not  wait  till 
milder  weather  comes,  my  dear  ? "  he 
said.  *'  Surely  your  fingers  must  be 
cramped.  But  anyhow  you  must  find 
a  warmer  nook  to  work  in.  Honor  will 
see  to  it." 

Honor  flushed.  She  knew  that  she  had 
given  the  worst  bedroom  in  the  house  to 
,her  cousin.  And  then,  as  she  thought  of 
the  pretty  guest-chamber  in  Fir  House, 
in  which  Lady  Colinette  had  installed  the 
invalid,  she  was  slightly  ashamed  of  her- 
self. After  all,  Godiva  had  proved  that 
she  was  no  mischief-maker.  She  might 
have  given  people  a  very  unpleasant 
impression  of  the  Durleighs  if  she  had 
felt  inclined  to  do  so.  They  had  let 
their  friends  know  that  she  had  been 
the  guest  of  Lady  Cohnette  Crewe,  and 
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already  there  was  a  marked  increase  of 
respect  in  the  manner  of  all  their 
acquaintances.  Dwellers  in  a  larger 
sphere  can  hardly  realize  the  subserviency 
with  which  the  inhabitants  of  a  narrow 
world  will  follow  a  leader  of  fashion. 

Later  on,  in  the  drawing-room,  Godiva 
was  surprised^to  find  Honor  by  her  side. 

Mrs.  Steene  had  dropped  in,  as  she 
often  did  after  dinner,  and  was  talking  to 
Sybil.  Janet  was  seated  at  the  piano, 
playing  Httle  tinkling  tunes  with  one 
hand  while  she  listened  to  Mrs.  Steene's 
bits  of  news.  Godiva  had  sought  a  quiet 
corner,  and  was  deeply  absorbed  in  a 
book.  She  started  to  hear  Honor  speak- 
ing to  her  in  a  low  tone. 

**  I  have  been  thinking  that  you  would 
like  to  sit  and  write  in  the  sanctum 
to-morrow  morning,"  she  said.  ''It  is  a 
very  warm  little  room  ;  my  father  keeps 
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his  books  and  papers  there,  and  when  he 
is  not  at  home  it  is  never  used." 

^^  You  are  very  kind."  Godiva's  eyes 
expressed  a  great  deal  more  than  her 
words.  ''  Are  you  sure,  Honor,  that  I 
shall  be  no  inconvenience  to  any  one  if 
I  go  there  ?  " 

/^  We  do  not  use  it,"  Honor  repeated. 
''  And  perhaps  your  bedroom  is  too  cold 
for  you.  I  did  not  know  that  your  chest 
was  delicate,  and  there  is  no  fireplace  in 
your  room." 

**  But  if  all  the  other  rooms  are  occu- 
pied  "  Godiva  began  timidly. 

''  There  is  an  unfurnished  room — a 
much  better  one  than  yours — and  it  shall 
be  got  ready  for  you,"  said  Honor,  speak- 
ing rapidly  and  decidedly  ;  ''  but  until  it 
is  ready  you  had  better  sit  in  the  sanctum 
when  you  want  to  write." 

She  got  up  and  walked  away  without 


AN  INKY    CHAPTER .  163 

waiting  to  hear  Godiva's  thanks.  Sybil 
looked  at  her  eldest  sister  with  an  in- 
quisitive glance. 

The  sanctum  was  a  mere  slip  of  a  room 
at  the  back  of  the  house ;  but  it  had  a 
look  of  peace  and  comfort  when  Godiva 
entered  it  on  the  following  morning  with 
her  portfolio  under  her  arm.  As  she 
went  in,  and  shut  the  door  behind  her, 
the  sound  of  Sybil's  voice,  loud  and 
angry,  met  her  ears.  She  was  too  happy, 
however,  to  think  much  about  Sybil  and 
her  tantrums  ;  one  light  after  another 
had  broken  through  the  clouds  that  over- 
shadowed her  life  ;  by-and-by  there  would 
be  the  full  glory  of  sunshine. 

She  wrote  on  and  on  under  the  influ- 
ence of  her  happy  mood;  her  pen  seemed 
to  fly  over  the  paper.  And  after  luncheon 
she  snatched  an  opportunity  to  thank 
Honor  for  having  provided  her  with  such 
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a  cosy  retreat.  But  Honor  received  the 
thanks  rather  stiffly,  and  seemed  anxious 
to  escape  from  every  demonstration  of 
gratitude. 

Three  pleasant  mornings  passed  away 
quietly  in  the  seclusion  of  the  sanctum  ; 
and  on  the  fourth  there  was  an  interrup- 
tion. A  servant  came  to  say  that  Lady 
Colinette  Crewe  had  called  to  see  Miss 
Godiva,  and  was  waiting  in  the  drawing- 
room.  Godiva  went  away  in  haste,  leav- 
ing the  portfolio  open,  and  the  sheets  of 
manuscript  lying  on  the  table. 

^*  I  have  come  to  tell  you  some  good 
news,"  said  Colinette,  greeting  her  affec- 
tionately. *'  The  new  editor  of  the 
Evening  Magaziiie  is  an  old  friend  of 
mine ;  and  I  have  had  a  note  saying  that 
he  will  dine  with  me  to-night.  Will  you 
come  to  meet  him,  Godiva,  and  stay  to 
sleep  at  Fir  House  ?  " 
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Full  of  gratitude  and  delight,  Godiva 
answered  her  with  shining  eyes  and 
flushed  cheeks.  The  world  was  certainly 
becoming  a  new  and  lovely  place. 

''  It  will  be  well  to  bring  your  manu- 
script," said  Colinette.  ^'  I  want  to  look 
over  it  myself,  and  I  should  like  Mr. 
Seabrook  to  judge  of  your  style.  You 
will  come  to  me  this  afternoon  as  early 
as  possible." 

There  was  a  little  more  talk.  Colinette 
explained  that  Mr.  Seabrook  had  a  young 
nephew,  an  officer,  quartered  at  the 
barracks  near  Northsea,  and  was  glad  to 
run  down  from  London  to  see  how  the 
lad  was  getting  on.  The  Evening  Maga- 
zine was  improving  rapidly  under  its  new 
editor,  who  was  a  man  born  in  the  very 
purple  of  literary  life.  Colinette  evidently 
hoped  much  from  his  introduction  to 
Godiva. 
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On  her  way  to  the  hall  door,  the  caller 
was  aware  of  a  skirt  rapidly  whisking  up 
the  staircase ;  and  Godiva,  who  was 
accompanying  her  friend,  perceived  that 
the  vanishing  drapery  belonged  to  Sybil. 

The  colour  was  still  on  her  cheeks, 
and  the  glad  light  in  her  eyes,  when  the 
girl  went  back  to  the  sanctum.  Smiling 
to  herself,  she  opened  the  door  and  went 
in.  Then,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  blow, 
she  staggered  back,  and  her  face  grew 
marble  white  in  a  moment. 

Mr.  Durleigh's  study  was  provided 
wdth  a  large  inkstand,  holding  two  ink- 
bottles  of  unusual  size.  Both  these 
bottles  were  now  quite  empty,  and  every 
sheet  in  Godiva's  open  portfolio  was 
besmeared  and  blackened  with  ink.  Not 
even  the  pages  lying  on  the  table  had 
been  spared;  they,  too,  had  been  splashed 
and    defaced,   until    scarcely  a    line    of 
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writing  was  to  be  distinguished.  The 
work  had  been  thoroughly  done. 

A  few  pens  were  scattered  about  on 
the  carpet,  and  both  the  empty  ink- 
bottles  had  been  overturned.  A  black 
cat,  belonging  to  Honor,  was  sitting 
peacefully  on  the  hearthrug,  and  Godiva 
knew  that  it  had  not  been  there  when  she 
left  the  room.  But  not  for  an  instant  did 
she  suspect  the  cat  of  being  the  perpetrator 
of  the  mischief,  although  she  guessed 
that  it  had  been  brought  into  the  sanctum 
that  the  blame  might  be  laid  on  its  back. 

She  was  still  standing,  looking  mutely 
at  the  work  of  destruction,  when  Honor 
knocked  softly  at  the  door,  and,  receiving 
no  answer,  came  in. 

^'I  came  to  tell  you  that  our  needle- 
woman is  here,  and  if  you  want  any  of 

your  gowns  altered Why,  Godiva, 

are  you  ill  ?  '  * 
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The  girl  turned  slowly  towards  her  and 
made  an  effort  to  speak.  But  no  words 
would  come.  She  pointed  silently  to  the 
ink-stained  manuscript,  and  then  hid  her 
pale  face  in  her  hands. 

'^  What  a  fearful  mess  !  "  Honor  ejacu- 
lated.    ''  How  did  you  do  it  ?  " 

Godiva  mastered  her  feelings  with  a 
strong  effort,  and  looked  straight  into 
her  cousin's  eyes.  Honor  was  not  pre- 
tending astonishment ;  she  was  honestly 
surprised  and  annoyed ;  neatness  and 
cleanliness  were  never  wanting  where 
she  ruled,  and  she  hated  the  sight  of 
anything  slovenly  and  unclean. 

^^I  did  not  do  this,"  Godiva  answered 
hoarsely.  *^  It  was  done  while  I  was  in 
the  drawing-room  with  Lady  ColiDette 
Crewe.  Oh,  Honor,  it  is  too  much  ! 
Sybil's  spite  has  gone  too  far ;  I  can't 
bear  any  more  !  " 
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''Pray  don't  say  such  things,"  said 
Honor,  getting  very  red.  ''You  should 
not  blame  any  one  without  sufficient 
evidence.  You  didn't  see  her  do  it,  you 
know;  and  the  cat  is  here  !  " 

"Yes,  the  cat  is  here,"  repeated 
Godiva  bitterly.  "He  was  brought  in 
to  bear  the  blame.  But  you  don't  think 
that  he  did  it,  Honor,  any  more  than 
I  do." 

"One  doesn't  know  what  to  think." 
Honor  pressed  her  lips  together  tightly. 
"  It  is  all  very  unpleasant." 

"  So  unpleasant  that  I  have  had  enough 
of  it.  Honor.  I  have  borne  insults  and 
unkindness  without  a  murmur ;  but  this 
is  sheer  fiendishness.  The  manuscript 
may  seem  worthless  to  you,  but  to 
me " 

She  paused ;  something  rose  in  her 
throat  as  if  it  would  choke  her.     Honor, 
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fluslied  and  frightened,  tried  to  say  a  few 
conciliatory  words. 

**  I  am  sorry,"  she  faltered.  *'  I  hoped 
that  we  were  all  getting  on  better 
together.  We  have  wished  lately — my 
father  and  I — to  make  you  more  com- 
fortable." She,  too,  paused  in  her  turn, 
and  then  added,  with  more  feeling  than 
she  had  ever  shown  before,  ^'  Our  fathers 
loved  and  trusted  each  other,  Godiva. 
If  Uncle  Morris  can  see  into  his  brother's 
heart  he  will  know  that  it  is  true  to 
you." 

This  little  speech,  so  unlike  Honor's 
usual  way  of  talking,  suddenly  hushed 
the  tumult  that  was  raging  in  Godiva's 
heart.  It  was  a  truth  that  Morris  Dur- 
leigh  had  so  thoroughly  believed  in  Hugh 
that  he  had  trusted  him  with  his  child. 
Dissimilar  pursuits  and  differing  opinions 
had  never  really  separated  the  brothers  ; 
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their  bond  of  union  had  borne  the  strain 
of  their  divided  lives. 

''Thank  you,  Honor,"  she  said,  quite 
calmly.  ''  I  am  glad  that  you  have 
reminded  me  of  my  father;  you  could 
not  have  said  a  wiser  thing.  This  has 
been  a  severe  blow  ;  but  I  shall  get  over 
it  by-and-by." 

Honor  was  pale  now ;  but  her  face 
wore  a  look  of  relief  as  she  turned  away. 
Godiva  mechanically  gathered  the  ink- 
stained  pages  together,  and  carried  them 
up  to  her  own  room.  Then  she  bolted 
the  door,  threw  herself  down  upon  her 
knees  beside  the  bed,  and  buried  her 
head  in  her  hands. 

After  half  an  hour  of  silent  suffering, 
she  rose  quiet  and  exhausted.  The  years 
of  faithfulness  to  her  father's  teaching 
were  not  thrown  away,  but  yielded  their 
strength  at  last  in  the  time  of  sore  need. 
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She  must  endure  to  the  end,  no  matter 
whether  that  end  were  far  or  near.  If 
she  was  ever  to  conquer  these  turbulent 
sphits  around  her,  it  must  be  by  gentle- 
ness and  peace,  by  rendering  blessing  for 
evil.  There  is  no  battle  worth  winning 
unless  it  is  won  by  the  power  of  love  ; 
all  other  victories  are  but  shadows  of  the 
true  victory,  which  exalts  the  vanquished 
while  it  ennobles  the  victor. 

She  had  not  wept  much,  for  the  storm 
of  anger  had  driven  away  all  desire  to 
shed  tears.  Youth  recovers  itself  quickly, 
and  a  certain  quality  called  proper  pride 
came  to  Godiva's  aid  at  this  time.  It 
was  not  well  to  let  Sybil  see  that  she 
had  done  as  much  mischief  as  she  in- 
tended. In  fifteen  minutes  the  gong 
would  sound  for  luncheon ;  a  wash  in 
cold  water,  and  one  or  two  deft  touches 
to    her    dress,    made    her    look    a   new 
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creature.  Lady  Colinette  had  left  some 
white  chrysanthemums,  and  she  fastened 
them  into  her  hodice  with  more  care  than 
usual  before  she  went  downstairs. 

Honor  glanced  up  nervously  as  her 
cousin  entered ;  but  Godiva  moved  to 
her  seat  with  perfect  composure,  nor  did 
she  change  colour  when  Sybil  came  in. 
Janet,  full  of  excitement,  was  talking 
very  fast  about  a  concert  that  was 
coming  off,  and  hers  was  the  only  voice 
heard  at  the  table. 

*^  How  stupid  you  all  are  !  "  she  cried 
at  last.  ^^  Here  is  a  queen  of  song 
coming  to  sing  in  this  benighted  place, 
and  you  don't  take  the  slightest  interest 
in  her.  Love  of  the  fine  arts  is  certainly 
lacking  in  this  household !  What  must 
the  Muses  think  of  you  ?  " 

No  one  answered,  although  Godiva 
smiled.  In  a  minute  Janet  broke  out  again. 
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'^  Perhaps  I'm  wrong  after  all.     Some 
of  you  are  given  to  composing  poetry,  I 
believe  !     Sybil  likes  us   to   know  what 
she  has  been   doing ; — look   at  her  ink- 
stains  !  "     Three  people  started;   one  of 
them     turned    pale,    and     two     flushed 
crimson.      Godiva,    although   her   white 
cheeks  told  a  tale  of  inward  tumult,  was 
far   quieter   than   her   cousins.      Honor, 
crumbling  her  bread,  and  biting  her  lips, 
looked  angrily  at  Sybil,  who  chanced  to 
wear,  that   day,   a  dress   of  light   fawn- 
coloured   cloth.       On   the   front    of    the 
gown  and  on  one   of  the    sleeves    there 
were  the  ugly  black  stains  which  Janet 
had  pointed   out ;    and    its   wearer    sat 
glowering    at   the   table-cloth   in    sullen 
rage     and    shame.      *'  Well,    you    were 
never   remarkable   for   neatness,"    Janet 
continued.     "  But  really,   Sybil,  I  can't 
think  why  you   got    yourself  into    such 
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a  mess !  Of  course  that  frock  is  utterly 
ruined." 

^^I  don't  know  why  you  should  be  so 
much  concerned  about  my  frock,"  re- 
turned Sybil  in  a  choked  voice.  *'I 
shall  have  to  get  a  new  one,  that's  all. 
No  doubt  it  is  a  great  pleasure  to  you  to 
see  the  ruin  of  my  clothes  !  " 

*^  Not  a  pleasure,  merely  a  puzzle," 
said  Janet  provokingly.  *'One  would 
like  to  hear  how  'you  contrived  to  effect 
the  work  of  destruction.  Did  somebody 
drop  you  into  a  colossal  ink-pot,  as  if 
you  were  one  of  the  inky  boys  in  the 
German  rhyme-book  ?  " 

All  the  more  enraged  because  she 
could  find  no  ready  excuse  for  her  inky 
condition,  Sybil  struggled  with  her  fury 
for  a  few  seconds,  and  then  burst  out 
into  loud  and  passionate  sobs.  Janet 
was   honestly  astonished  at  this  display 


176  GODIVA   DUBLEIGH. 

of  hysterical  emotion,  and  sat  open-eyed, 
gazing  at  her  sister.  Honor,  the  picture 
of  discomfort,  put  her  hand  up  to  her 
forehead  with  a  bewildered  gesture. 

Presently  the  sobs  grew  so  violent  that 
all  three  began  to  be  frightened.  Sybil 
gasped,  moaned,  and  howled  till  they 
rose  from  the  table  in  dismay.  Servants 
ran  in,  some  one  went  hurriedly  for 
Mrs.  Steene  ;  and  it  was  a  relief  when 
that  wily  widow  entered  the  room,  and 
undertook  the  task  of  soothing  the 
hysterical  one. 

Godiva  was  truly  glad  to  get  away 
from  the  house,  although  Honor's  troubled 
look  went  to  her  heart.  Poor  Honor  ! 
Ste  had  a  tremendously  strict  sense 
of  decorum,  a  hatred  of  all  scenes,  and 
an  intense  fear  of  being  disgraced  in 
the  eyes  of  the  servants.  What  must 
all  the  domestics  think  of  this  howling 
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and  writhing  Sybil  ?  She  followed  Mrs. 
Steene  to  the  door  of  her  sister's  room, 
and  then  turned  away,  angry,  and  sick  of 
everything.  There  was  no  longer  any 
doubt  that  Sybil  had  wilfully  defaced 
Godiva's  manuscript  ;  and  although 
Honor  did  not  yet  feel  much  affection 
for  her  cousin,  the  meanness  and  spite- 
fulness  of  the  deed  disgusted  her.  She 
must  leave  Mrs.  Steene  to  calm  the 
sobbing  girl  as  she  best  could;  she  felt 
that  she  did  not  want  to  live  under  the 
same  roof  with  Sybil  any  more. 

^^What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this?" 
asked  Janet,  meeting  her  in  the  hall. 
*<  Why  is  Sybil  bellowing  over  a  few  ink- 
spots  ?  The  dress  was  a  good  one,  but 
it  isn't  worth  a  fit  of  hysterics.  What 
is  the  matter  with  you,  Honor?  And 
why  did  Godiva  get  so  white  ?  Are  we 
all  going  mad  ?  " 

VOL.  IT.  N 
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^'  Yes,"  said  Honor  desperately.  *'  That 
is,  I  shall  certainly  go  mad  if  you  ask 
questions." 

^^  Is  there  some  dreadful  mystery  in 
the  house  ? "  Janet  persisted.  ^'  I 
always  felt  we  were  the  sort  of  family 
to  have  a  mystery;  we  quarrel  so  fear- 
fully !  The  servants  will  leave  in  a 
body,  and  go  and  talk  about  us." 

^^  Let  them  go  and  talk  !  "  cried  Honor 
with  most  unwonted  vehemence.  *'I 
shan't  try  to  stop  them.  I'm  sick  of 
keeping  up  appearances  —  quite  sick. 
There  is  no  other  house  in  which  people 
do  such  mean  things  as  they  do 
here  !  " 

''  Decidedly  you  are  mad,"  said  Janet, 
with  the  calm  of  conviction.  *'  Was  it 
mean  in  Sybil  to  ink  herself?  No;  it 
was  the  howling  that  was  mean.  She 
has   shattered   our  nerves  just   for    the 
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sake  of  relieving  her  feelings.  Why, 
Honor,  you  are  not  crying  ?  " 

But  Honor  was  crying  as  she  had  not 
cried  since  her  school  days.  The  burden 
of  humiliation  was  too  grievous.  For- 
getting all  about  the  unfinished  meal 
she  hurried  away  to  her  own  room,  and 
bolted  herself  in  with  her  unhappiness. 

They  had  not  been  a  particularly 
peaceful  or  happy  family  before  Godiva's 
coming;  but  her  sojourn  with  them 
certainly  seemed  to  make  them  worse. 
Or  perhaps  she  had  unconsciously 
thrown  a  new  light  upon  the  household 
and  its  ways,  and  made  all  the  unloveli- 
ness  of  the  home-life  visible.  Was  that 
the  truth?  Honor  was  afraid  that  it 
was. 
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CHAPTEE   IX. 

THE   BEGINNING   OF    SPEING. 

Lady  Colinette  put  forth  all  her  powers 
of  fascination  to  make  Godiva  forget  the 
destruction  of  her  manuscript.  And  Go- 
diva,  if  she  did  not  forget,  could  not 
refuse  to  be  comforted. 

Mr.  Seabrook  was  kindness  itself,  and 
easily  won  her  heart  by  talking  to  her 
about  her  father.  He  was  almost  inclined 
to  think  that  Godiva  ought  to  have 
remained  in  London.  Morris  Durleigh 
had  never  fully  reahzed  how  many  friends 
he  had  made ;  he  was  a  man  who  was 
utterly  unconscious  of  the  personal  affec- 
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tion  he  had  won.  His  one  idea  was  to 
do  good — not  to  be  loved  for  doing  it. 
Moreover,  he  had  believed  that  his  fre- 
quent outspoken  denunciation  of  wrong 
had  raised  up  enemies.  And  he  had 
enemies,  it  was  true  ;  but  they  were  foes 
who  respected  him  even  while  they 
opposed  him.  The  very  men  who  had 
quarrelled  with  his  opinions  would  have 
been  the  first  to  help  his  daughter  if  she 
had  stood  in  need  of  their  aid. 

**But  I  must  obey  my  father's  wish," 
the  girl  said  steadfastly.  *'  I  must  stay 
in  my  uncle's  house  till  I  feel  I  am  right 
in  going  away." 

Christmas  came  and  went,  January 
passed  away,  and  February  moved  on 
without  bringing  Eex  to  Silversea. 

It  was  not  his  own  fault  if  he  did  not 
come.  Uncle  Joseph  had  fallen  ill,  and 
Rex  had  to  step  into  his  place   in  the 
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office.  The  aunts  were  tormented  witli 
anxiety  about  their  brother,  and  could 
write  of  nothing  else  in  their  letters  to 
Godiva.  She  had  never  known  much  of 
Mr.  Kemple,  and  could  not  enter  into 
their  feelings  as  she  wished  to  do.  It 
seemed  hard — very  hard,  she  thought — 
that  Kex  could  not  be  spared  just  for  a 
few  days. 

General  Espinasse  strengthened  her  in 
the  conviction  that  it  was  hard,  and  often 
hinted  that  the  lad's  career  had  been 
spoilt  altogether.  The  haughty  old  man 
had  taken  a  fancy  to  Godiva,  and  she 
liked  him  in  return,  although  his  Toryism 
sometimes  roused  her  to  positive  wrath. 
But  it  was  seldom  that  the  general 
advanced  his  views  in  her  presence.  He 
did  not  care  to  talk  politics  to  women, 
and  he  liked  to  amuse  the  girl  with 
stories  of  old  soldiering  days.     Godiva's 
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natural  refinement  and  gentleness  satis- 
fied his  good  taste ;  he  would  not  tolerate 
her  cousins  for  a  moment,  but  encouraged 
Belle  to  be  intimate  with  Lady  Colinette's 
little  friend. 

And  Belle  did  not  need  urging  when 
Godiva  was  to  be  asked  to  luncheon  or 
dinner.  She,  too,  had  taken  a  fancy  to 
the  girl ;  but  the  real  secret  of  her  liking 
lay  in  the  fact  that  Godiva  honestly 
admired  her  and  was  not  in  the  least 
envious  of  her  beauty.  Sooner  or  later 
all  her  other  girl-friends  had  developed 
this  feeling,  and  had  become  her  enemies, 
open  or  sly.  But  Godiva  would  never 
become  an  enemy,  not  even  under  severe 
provocation.  She  was  as  clear  as  crystal, 
full  of  romance,  and  ever  ready  to  worship 
the  beautiful — full  of  the  charity  that 
thinketh  no  evil — always  looking  out  for 
something  that  could  be  put  into  a  story. 
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And  Belle,  who  had  not  an  atom  of 
romance  in  her  nature,  but  who  was  prac- 
tical and  worldly-wise  to  the  core,  found 
a  certain  charm  in  a  girl  who  was  so 
unlike  herself. 

The  general  and  his  granddaughter 
lived  in  a  very  small  house  in  one  of  the 
oldest  terraces.  Here  and  there  in  Silver- 
sea,  you  came  across  a  row  of  houses 
which  looked  humble  and  shabby  among 
their  new  and  imposing  neighbours.  But 
General  Espinasse  could  not  afford  to 
pay  a  high  rent,  and  the  housekeeping 
was  conducted  on  a  system  of  strict 
economy.  He  had  taken  the  house  ready 
furnished,  and  all  Belle's  good  taste  could 
not  entirely  conceal  the  cheap  and  well- 
worn  aspect  of  the  things  around  her. 

*^  Of  course,  it  isn't  in  the  least  home- 
like," she  said  one  day.  ^^  But  I  don't 
miss  the  home  feeling,  because  I  have 
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never  known  it.  I  am  like  the  people 
who  *  nightly  pitch  their  moving  tent.' 
I  regard  it  merely  as  a  tent,  and  don't 
mind  the  ugly  furniture  and  the  general 
air  of  cheapness." 

*'  But  don't  you  desire  something  per- 
manent ?  "  Godiva  asked. 

''  Sometimes,"  replied  Belle  vaguely. 
*'  Yet  the  happiest  people  I've  ever  known 
are  those  who  know  they  shall  never  stay 
long  anywhere.  It  is  this  feeling  that 
makes  military  people  so  agreeable,  I 
think.  They  make  light  of  small  rules, 
and  never  take  much  interest  in  stupid 
local  matters  ;  and  they  are  always  in  a 
cheerful  state  of  readiness  to  move  on." 

**  But  one  day  you  will  be  married. 
Belle,  and  then " 

Miss  Espinasse  laughed,  with  a  pleasant 
parting  of  her  ripe  red  lips. 

^' Every  one  speculates  on  the  grand 
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match  I  am  to  make  one  of  these  days — 
even  you,  Godiva !  Unworldly  as  you 
are,  I  believe  you  would  be  disappointed 
if  I  were  ever  to  become  the  wife  of  some 
poor  every-day  man  !  It  would  be  impos- 
sible to  connect  me  with  love  in  a  cottage, 
wouldn't  it?" 

The  downright  question  startled  Go- 
diva.  She  had  never  put  the  matter  to 
herself  in  this  plain  fashion.  Her  clear 
grave  eyes  studied  Belle  thoughtfully  for 
some  seconds  before  she  replied. 

''  I  am  afraid  it  is,"  she  answered  slowly 
at  last. 

'*  Afraid!"  The  languid  brown  eyes 
looked  mockingly  into  the  grey  ones,  and 
then  the  full  white  lids  dropped  over 
them  rather  sadly.  **  So,  Godiva,  you 
have  found  me  out,  have  you  ?  You  see 
me  as  I  really  am  ?  At  first  you  thought 
it  was  grandpapa  who  was  the  heartless 
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worldling,  and  looked  upon  me  as  a 
helpless  victim,  waiting  to  be  disposed 
of!" 

'*  How  could  you  read  my  thoughts  ?  " 
Godiva  asked. 

'^  Any  one  may  read  them.  You  have 
a  window  in  your  breast,  and  it  is  open 
to  all  the  world.  You  admired  my  face, 
and  you  tried  to  make  me  out  a  gentle, 
persecuted  girl,  who  would  like  to  lead  a 
simple,  loving  life  if  the  fates  were  not 
against  her.     Isn't  that  true  ?  " 

"It  is  true,"  Godiva  admitted  with  a 
half  sigh. 

^'  Well,  my  dear  child,  I  have  a  desire 
to  be  perfectly  frank  with  you.  I  don't 
want  to  lead  a  simple,  loving  life  in  the 
least.  I  want  money  and  rank  and  no 
end  of  gaiety.  There  is  no  heart  in  me 
at  all — no  sentiment,  as  people  call  it.  I 
am  doing  my  best  to  keep  up  my  spirits 
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and  my  good  looks,  so  that  I  may  be 
ready  to  seize  the  golden  opportunity 
when  it  comes.  Now,  I've  told  you 
everything,  and  no  one  can  accuse  me  of 
trying  to  adorn  my  position  !  " 

She  looked  splendidly  beautiful  as  she 
made  these  revelations  about  herself, 
standing  at  the  window  of  her  little  room 
in  the  afternoon  light.  Her  rich  hair, 
brown  as  a  November  leaf,  showed  a 
gleam  of  red-gold  when  the  sun  touched 
it,  and  was  wound  in  heavy  coils  round 
her  stately  head;  and  the  face,  with  its 
soft  bloom,  had  the  perfect  contour  that 
belongs  to  health  and  youth.  There  was 
no  soul  in  that  lovely  face,  it  is  true ; 
but  although  Belle  had  openly  confessed 
her  heartlessness,  it  was  difficult  to  be- 
lieve her  just  then.  The  brown  eyes  in 
their  langour  seemed  full  of  gentleness ; 
the  red  lips,  full  and  velvety,  took  the 
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sting  out  of  any  cruel  words  which  passed 
through  them. 

*'Have  I  lost  you,  Godiva?"  she 
asked  after  a  brief  pause.  ^*  Don't  you 
mean  to  like  me  any  more  ?  '' 

**I  shall  never  cease  to  like  you, 
Belle,"  Godiva  answered  in  her  simple, 
grave  way.  ^^  Of  course,  I  believe  that 
you  have  placed  yourself  in  the  worst 
light;  but,  even  if  you  are  exactly  the 
person  that  you  have  described,  I  shall 
go  on  caring  for  you.  At  any  rate,  you 
have  given  me  many  pleasant  hours." 

"  And  pleasant  fancies  ?  "  Belle  added, 
with  her  sweet,  half-lazy  smile. 

"*And  pleasant  fancies.'  Don't  you 
think  it's  just  possible  that  I  have  seen 
your  real  self,  after  all  ?  " 

'^  No,"  said  Belle  uncompromisingly. 
"You  are  a  dear  little  thing,  but  you 
never  do  see  people's  real  selves,  I  think. 
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Lady  Colinette  does ;  she  looks  straight 
through  us  all.  Now,  Godiva,  we  won't 
waste  any  more  time  over  this  uninterest- 
ing discussion.  Grandpa  w^ants  us  to 
walk  with  him,  you  know." 

The  general  was  waiting  for  them  at 
the  foot  of  the  stairs  ;  and  then  all  three 
went  out  to  their  favourite  promenade  on 
the  sea-wall,  with  the  collie  in  attendance. 

*^  Here's  February  drawing  to  a  close," 
said  the  old  man,  looking  far  out  across 
the  glistening  sea.  ^^  How  fast  this  year 
is  gliding  away  !  And  young  Long  worthy 
doesn't  seem  to  be  coming  ?  " 

''No,"  replied  Godiva  sadly.  ''His 
uncle  is  still  far  from  well." 

"They  keep  the  lad  chained  to  his 
desk,"  the  general  said  fretfully.  "It's 
the  way  of  all  those  city  people ;  they 
don't  believe  in  holidays.  Poor  fellow  ! 
I  should  like  to  see  him." 
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'*  And  I,  too,  should  like  to  see  him," 
remarked  Belle,  with  a  smile  at  Godiva. 
^^  I  want  to  know  whether  he's  good 
enough  for  Somebody.  I  know  that 
Somebody  has  an  ideal  which  none  of 
us  poor  worldlings  can  ever  hope  to 
touch  !  " 

Godiva  was  vexed  with  herself  when 
she  felt  that  her  cheeks  were  burning. 
She  had  never  talked  much  about  Eex 
to  Belle.  In  fact,  that  young  lady  had 
so  many  stories  of  her  own  admirers  to 
tell,  that  there  had  been  no  opportunity 
for  Godiva  to  narrate  her  little  tale  of 
hopes  and  fears,  even  if  she  had  wished 
to  open  her  heart.  But  she  had  not 
wished  it. 

The  March  winds  blew  roughly  over 
low-lying  Silversea,  but  they  did  not 
bring  Eex.  With  great  difficulty  and 
much  coaxing,  Joseph  Kemple  had  been 
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persuaded  to  leave  his  beloved  chambers 
and  try  change  of  air.  Miss  Charlotte 
had  accompanied  him  to  a  quiet  seaside 
spot,  recommended  by  the  doctors ;  and 
Miss  Henrietta  was  '*  left  lamenting." 
Eex  was  taking  the  chief  place  in  the 
office,  his  aunts  wrote,  and  surprising 
every  one  by  his  shrewdness  and  sound 
judgment.  No  one  had  ever  expected 
that  Captain  Longworthy's  son  would 
have  shown  such  an  aptitude  for  business. 
All  the  Kemples  were  quite  proud  of 
him. 

The  month  was  not  very  far  advanced 
when  the  winds  died  away,  and  were 
followed  by  the  balmy  sweetness  of 
spring.  She  came  like  the  little  maiden 
in  Andersen's  fairy  tale,  scattering 
flowers  out  of  her  apron,  and  setting 
people's  hearts  longing  for  a  glimpse  of 
the   country.     Miss  Weedon,  the  great- 
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aunt  of  the  Durleigh  girls,  was  still 
staying  at  Albert  Villa.  She  seemed 
incHned  to  take  up  her  abode  there 
altogether,  and  Mr.  Durleigh  and  Honor 
encouraged  her  to  remain.  Sea  air 
agreed  with  the  old  lady ;  she  was 
willing  to  pay  her  share  of  the  house- 
hold expenses,  and  her  presence  acted 
as  a  wholesome  restraint  on  the  tempers 
of  Janet  and  Sybil.  But  there  was  one 
pleasure  which  the  visit  could  not  afford ; 
it  had  no  garden,  and  Miss  Weedon  was 
an  ardent  lover  of  flowers. 

^^  A  drive  to  Chesterport  would  be  very 
pleasant  to-day,"  said  Mr.  Durleigh,  one 
bright  morning.  *^  Your  aunt  wants 
some  flowers.  Honor ;  there  are  plenty 
to  be  had  there." 

'^  Heaps  of  flowers,"  cried  Sybil,  be- 
coming suddenly  amiable  and  smiling 
on    everybody.      ^'  We   can   bring    back 
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basketsful !  Mind,  Honor,  if  the  carriage 
holds  four,  there  must  be  a  place  for 
me." 

^'  Godiva  has  never  seen  Chesterport," 
said  Hugh  Durleigh,  with  a  kind  look  at 
his  niece,  as  he  rose  from  the  table. 
His  breakfast  was  always  over  before  any 
one  else  had  finished,  and  then  he  would 
hurry  away  to  his  office. 

^^  Don't  think  of  me,"  said  Godiva, 
foreseeing  that  she  might  be  made  a 
cause  of  strife. 

Sybil's  face  had  darkened  in  an  in- 
stant, but  she  waited  till  her  father  was 
out  of  hearing  before  she  spoke. 

^'  The  usual  affectation  of  meekness 
and  unselfishness,"  she  remarked.  ^'  It 
doesn't  deceive  any  one." 

^^*  Meekness  and  unselfishness,' "  said 
a  croaking  voice;  and  Miss  Weedon 
entered  the  room.     *'  They  are  very  good 
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qualities,  but  somewhat  rare.  Who 
possesses  them  here  ?  " 

^^It  is  Godiva  who  is  always  laying 
claim  to  them,"  Sybil  replied. 

The  old  lady  gave  a  sharp  glance  at 
the  speaker,  and  then  looked  at  Godiva, 
who  had  flushed,  but  was  silent. 

*'  No  one  has  been  laying  claim  to 
anything,  Aunt  Jane,"  said  Honor 
hastily.  '^  Papa  thought  that  you  would 
enjoy  a  drive  to  Chesterport  to-day. 
We  shall  hire  a  carriage  that  holds  four, 
and " 

**  I  don't  care  about  going,"  interposed 
Janet  in  her  abrupt  fashion.  ^'  Godiva 
can  take  my  place.  I  want  to  stay  at 
home  and  practise." 

'^  Then  that  is  settled,"  Honor  said  in 
a  tone  of  relief. 

It  was  decided  that  they  should  start 
after  luncheon.     And  before  they  set  off 
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G-odiva  had  found  out,  from  the  sisters' 
talk,  the  reason  of  Sybil's  desire  to  visit 
Chesterport.  She  did  not  care  about  the 
flowers,  nor  did  she  take  any  interest  in 
the  ruin  of  the  old  sea  fortress  which 
attracted  so  many  excursionists.  But 
there  was  a  lady  there  who  had  a  son  of 
Sybil's  own  age ;  and  this  son  was  a 
sailor  of  nineteen,  handsome  and  merry. 

'*  I  Ireally  think  that  Sybil  is  in  love 
with  Fred  Manville,"  said  Janet  to 
Honor. 

*^  Oh  no  ;  she  is  not  in  love  with  any- 
body," Honor  replied. 

^'I  think  she  is, — without  knowing 
it,"  persisted  Janet. 

Watching  Sybil's  animated  face  as 
they  drove  along,  Godiva  secretly  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  Janet  w^as  right. 
The  girl  was  quite  pretty  this  afternoon, 
and  had  dressed  herself  more    carefully 
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than  usual.  Her  fair  hair  was  neatly 
arranged  in  thick  silken  braids  ;  her  fresh 
cheeks  bloomed  under  a  picturesque 
black  velvet  hat. 

But  Godiva  ceased  to  think  of  Sybil 
when  they  drove  up  to  the  massive  gate- 
way of  the  ruined  castle.  The  place 
was  waking  up  at  the  first  sweety  touches 
of  spring,  the  crowfoot's  yellow^  stars 
were  sprinkled  over  the  meadows  that 
stretched  away  to  the  ^water's  edge ; 
daffodils  nodded  in  cottage  gardens  ; 
daisies  dotted  the  bright  green  grass 
within  the  grey  walls.  Godiva  was 
gladdened  and  refreshed,  and  longed  to 
spend  an  hour  alone  in  rambling  among 
the  ruins. 

Only  a  few  paces  from  the  castle  gate 
there  was  a  long,  low  house,  enclosed 
in  its  garden,  [and  half  hidden  by  ever- 
greens.    Sybil  cast  many  an  eager  glance 
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towards  its  rustic  porch ;  and  presently 
a  slim  lad,  with  a  sunburnt  face,  came 
swiftly  out,  and  vaulted  over  the  low 
wall  into  the  road. 

''This  is  Mrs.  Manville's  son,"  said 
Honor  to  Miss  Weedon.  "  You  recollect 
Mrs.  Manville,  Aunt  Jane?  She  was 
one  of  mamma's  friends." 

"Yes — I  remember,"  answered  the  old 
lady.  ''  She  used  to  be  fond  of  flowers. 
Perhaps  she  has  a  greenhouse  ?  " 

The  young  man  came  forward  with  an 
easy,  confident  air,  and  greeted  them  all 
with  a  nonchalance  which  made  Godiva 
shrink  into  herself.  He  had  bold,  bright, 
black  eyes  and  regular  features,  and  his 
black  hair  curled  crisply  under  a  jaunty 
red  cap. 

*'  My  mother  saw  you  pass  the  window," 
he  said.  ''  Of  course,  Miss  Durleigh,  she 
expects  that  you   will  all  come  in  and 
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have  some  tea  presently.  She  sent  me 
out  to  you." 

*^Mrs.  Manville  is  very  kind,"  Honor 
replied.  '^  Is  the  greenhouse  in  good 
order  ?  My  aunt  would  like  to  see  the 
flowers." 

*^  Oh,  there's  quite  a  show.  The  cycla- 
mens beat  anything  that  Hind  has  in  his 
nursery.  My  mother  really  is  a  capital 
florist." 

Miss  Weedon  signified  her  intention  of 
going  to  see  the  cyclamens  at  once,  and 
Honor  was  quite  willing  to  accompany 
her. 

*^But  you  want  to  see  the  castle, 
Godiva,"  she  said. 

*^  Oh,  we'll  all  go  and  see  the  castle," 
answered  Fred  promptly.  '^  By  'all'  I 
mean  your  cousin  and  your  sister  and 
myself,  Miss  Durleigh.  And  there  are 
some    awfully   nice   girls    coming   in    a 
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minute.  They've  never  seen  the  old 
place  before,  and  they  expect  me  to  do 
the  honours." 

At  the  mention  of  '*  awfully  nice  girls," 
Sybil's  face  underwent  a  visible  change. 
She  grew  plain  in  a  moment  when  she 
lost  her  brightness,  and  Godiva  was  sorry 
for  her. 

'*Met  them  at  a  ball  on  board  the 
Grampus  the  other  night,"  Fred  con- 
tinued. '*  Sisters — wonderfully  alike — so 
Host  my  heart  to  both  at  once.  It  saved 
one  the  wearing  nuisance  of  trying  to 
decide  which  was  the  prettier." 

*'  All  your  geese  are  swans.  I  dare  say 
they  are  not  in  the  least  pretty,"  said 
Sybil  foolishly. 

''  Oh,  aren't  they,  though  ?  "  The  lad 
was  half  angry,  half  amused.  ^*  Wait  till 
you  see  them.  Why,  all  the  men  were  at 
their  feet." 
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'*  That  only  proves  that  men  are  a  set 
of  grovellers,"  Sybil  returned  scornfully. 

Godiva  began  to  move  quietly  away, 
tired  of  this  sparring,  and  soon  found  her- 
self alone  in  an  enclosure.  Around  her 
rose  the  massive  grey  walls,  broken  here 
and  there,  but  still  retaining  much  of  their 
sturdy  strength.  She  was  now  standing 
within  the  citadel,  looking  up  at  a  long 
flight  of  steps  that  led  to  the  great 
tower. 

It  was  a  silent  place;  but  the  birds 
were  singing,  and  a  blue  sky  smiled  over- 
head, dappled  with  little  white  clouds. 
The  air,  cool  and  clear,  was  scented 
with  the  indescribable  freshness  of  spring 
flowers  growing  in  the  adjacent  gardens. 
Godiva  stood  still,  enjoying  the  breath  of 
hyacinths  and  jonquils,  and  studying  the 
effect  of  bright  green  leaves  and  ferns 
upon  the  rugged  grey  stones.     But  she 
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was  not  to  be  long  left  in  solitude  and 
peace. 

The  sound  of  voices  broke  in  upon  the 
stillness.  Fred,  escorting  Sybil  and  the 
two  ^*  awfully  nice  girls,"  came  into  the 
enclosure  with  much  talking  and  laughter. 
The  girls  were  really  pretty;  auburn- 
haired  and  brown-eyed,  with  cheeks  so 
vividly  tinted  that  Godiva  thought  them 
almost  hectic.  Their  bright  hair  and  gay 
faces  were  set  off  to  the  best  advantage 
by  costumes  of  dark  blue  serge,  very 
daintily  finished,  and  fitting  closely  to 
their  slim  figures.  Godiva  looked  from 
them  to  her  cousin,  and  pitied  Sybil  for 
the  second  time  that  day. 

"Are  you  good  at  climbing.  Miss 
Tracy  ?  "  said  Fred  to  one  of  the  sisters. 
"  If  you  want  to  reach  the  top  of  the 
tower  you'll  have  to  mount  hundreds  of 
steps,  you  know." 
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The  girls  were  not  strong,  and  they 
knew  it,  and  were  careful.  Any  great 
exertion  was  beyond  their  slender  powers, 
as  they  reluctantly  confessed.  Sybil 
laughed  unkindly. 

^'I  am  made  of  more  substantial 
materials,"  she  said  with  an  air  of  boast- 
fulness,  *^  and  I  know  every  inch  of  this 
old  ruin." 

She  ran  up  the  steps  as  she  spoke,  and 
in  a  few  moments  they  saw  her  walking 
triumphantly  on  the  top  of  a  broken  wall, 
springing  over  the  gaps  in  the  masonry 
with  careless  ease.  The  Tracys  shud- 
dered ;  Godiva  was  disturbed ;  and  Fred 
called  out  loudly,  ^*  Sybil,  that  isn't 
safe  !  " 
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CHAPTER   X. 

*^THE    WEIGHT    OF    THIS    SAD    TIME    WE 
MUST    OBEY." 

Sybil's  answer  was  a  laugh  which  did  not 
ring  mirthfully  in  their  ears.  For  an 
instant  they  saw  her  standing  high  above 
them,  a  strong,  rosy  girl,  with  some 
loosened  locks  of  fair  hair  waving  in  the 
wind;  and  then  there  was  a  wild  cry,  arms 
outstretched,  and  a  blank  space  where 
the  tall  figure  had  stood. 

When  Godiva  thought  over  it  all  after- 
wards she  could  not  remember  how  they 
got  to  the  other  side  of  the  wall.  She 
had  some  vague  recollection   of  dartiug 
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through  a  hroken  archway  after  Fred, 
leaving  the  Tracy  girls  white  and  scared 
behind  her. 

At  the  sight  of  that  prostrate  form 
lying  motionless  at  the  foot  of  the  wall, 
the  lad  stopped  short,  and  every  trace  of 
colour  faded  out  of  his  sunburnt  face.  It 
was  Godiva  who  stepped  forward,  without 
a  moment's  hesitation,  and,  tenderly  lift- 
ing the  fallen  head,  rested  it  upon  her 
knees. 

''  Eun  and  get  help,"  she  said,  speaking 
with  a  quietness  that  struck  the  young 
man  as  strange.  '*  She  must  be  taken  to 
the  nearest  house.  Yours  is  near,  isn't 
it?" 

"  There's  a  cottage  much  nearer,"  Fred 
answered,  recovering  himself.  *'  It's  close 
to  the  gate." 

In  a  second  he  was  gone,  and  Godiva 
was  left  alone  with  her  helpless  charge. 
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She  had  gently  drawn  away  the  crushed 
hat,  and  saw  that  blood  was  oozing 
through  the  fair  hair ;  yet  she  could  not 
help  hoping  that  the  hat  had  been  some 
sort  of  shield. 

She  looked  up,  measuring  the  height  of 
the  wall  with  an  eager  glance.  Close  to 
the  spot  on  which  Sybil  lay  was  a  heap 
of  dislodged  stones ;  but  she  had  just 
escaped  them,  and  was  lying  on  a  thick 
bed  of  tangled  grass.  Still  it  was  a  fear- 
ful fall,  and  Godiva  was  almost  afraid  to 
lay  hold  of  any  slight  threads  of  hoj)e. 
Would  help  never  come  ? 

Again  and  again  she  looked  anxiously 
through  the  broken  archway  until  every 
tuft  of  moss  and  spray  of  ivy  that  clung  to 
the  old  stonework  seemed  to  be  stamped 
upon  her  brain.  Why  were  they  so  slow  ? 
Did  no  one  realize  that  Sybil  was  lying 
here  in  a  swoon  that  might  be  death  ? 
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Had  hours  or  minutes  gone  by  since  they 
were  all  standing  together  in  the  citadel, 
a  merry  group  of  talkers  ?  She  might 
well  feel  bewildered,  sitting  on  the  rank 
grass  with  that  unconscious  head  resting 
heavily  on  her  lap,  and  not  a  single 
human  being  in  sight.  The  strain  on 
her  nerves  was  almost  greater  than  she 
could  bear ;  but  now,  as  at  other  times, 
the  training  of  early  days  helped  her  to 
be  patient  and  endure. 

At  last  there  was  a  sound  of  voices 
speaking  in  subdued  tones,  and  then  a 
black-coated  figure  appeared  in  the  arch- 
way. Godiva  could  scarcely  repress  an 
exclamation  of  relief. 

A  young  clergyman,  with  a  plain,  sen- 
sible face,  was  directing  Fred  Manville 
and  one  or  two  men  who  had  been  hastily 
called  from  their  work  in  the  fields.  He 
did  not  speak  many  words   to  Godiva ; 
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but  she  saw  that  he  arranged  everything 
skilfully  and  quietly ;  and  presently  she 
followed  the  sad  procession  through  the 
broken  arch,  and  under  the  great  gate- 
way. They  had  but  a  short  distance 
to  go.  As  Fred  had  said,  the  cottage 
belonging  to  the  custodian  of  the  ruins 
was  within  a  few  yards  of  the  gate.  But 
Mrs.  ManYille's  house  was  only  a  little 
farther  on,  and  even  at  this  troubled 
moment  Godiva  wondered  why  Sybil  had 
not  been  taken  there. 

Honor,  with  blanched  cheeks  and  fright- 
ened eyes,  met  them  at  the  cottage  door, 
and  Sybil  was  carried  in  and  laid  on  a 
bed.  Some  one  said  that  a  doctor  had 
been  sent  for  ;  and  until  he  came  they 
must  wait  as  patiently  as  they  could. 
Mrs.  Holt,  the  custodian's  wife,  was  a  quiet 
woman,  motherly  and  sensible,  and  they 
could  trust  her  to  do  all  that  could  be  done. 
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The  doctor  came  at  last  and  went  into 
the  inner  room  where  Sybil  lay.  An  ex- 
pectant group  waited  outside  the  cottage 
to  hear  his  verdict ;  but  Godiva  went  a 
few  paces  away  from  them.  She  retreated 
into  the  shadow  of  the  great  gateway,  and 
stood  leaning  against  its  rugged  masonry 
for  support. 

The  sun  was  gradually  sinking;  delicate 
shadow-patterns  lay  upon  the  quiet  bit  of 
road  that  led  into  the  citadel,  and  she 
looked  away  across  the  green  to  the 
tower  of  a  little  church  which  seemed  as 
old  and  grey  as  the  castle  itself.  That 
square  tower  was  outlined  sharply  against 
the  clear  sky  ;  all  over  the  deserted  fields 
there  was  the  peculiar  quietness  of  the 
waning  spring  day,  and  she  could  fancy 
that  this  peace  had  something  of  expecta- 
tion in  it.  The  trees  were  waiting  till 
their  budding  leaves   should  be   all  un- 
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furled;  flowers,  still  folded  up  and  hidden 
under  the  hedges,  were  waiting  to  burst 
into  bloom.  There  was  no  lavish  display 
of  blossoms  anywhere  yet.  Almost  every- 
thing was  to  come. 

It  was  strange  that  such  thoughts 
should  be  drifting  through  her  brain  in 
these  sad  minutes  of  suspense.  Yet  she 
could  think  in  this  fashion  without  once 
forgetting  the  group  outside  the  cottage, 
and  the  first  movement  amongst  them 
was  not  lost  upon  her.  Some  one  had 
come  out  with  some  news. 

It  was  Mrs.  Holt,  who  had  left  the 
bedside  for  a  moment.  Sybil  had  opened 
her  eyes  and  murmured  a  few  words. 
And  the  doctor — what  had  he  said  ?  He 
had  been  with  her  a  long  time ! 

It  was  Miss  Weedon  who  asked  this 
question,  for  Honor  was  unable  to  speak. 
Mrs.  Holt  could  answer  hopefully;    the 
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doctor  had  not  finished  his  task  yet ;  the 
injuries  were,  of  course,  very  severe  ;  but 
she  was  young  and  strong,  and  perhaps, 
with  time  and  care 

''  Then  he  doesn't  think  she  will  die  ?  " 
said  Fred  bluntly. 

The  young  clergyman's  features  con- 
tracted in  sudden  pain ;  he  touched  Fred 
on  the  arm.  All  the  others  shivered  as  if 
a  cold  wind  had  passed  over  them.  Mrs, 
Manville  was  ashamed  of  her  son,  and 
said  with  some  tartness — 

^^  My  dear,  you  should  not  be  so  out- 
spoken." 

Mrs.  Holt  answered  very  quietly,  '*  I 
beheve,  sir,  that  he  thinks  it's  possible 
she  may  recover." 

To  do  him  justice,  Fred  did  not  mean 
to  be  brutal.  He  had  a  coarse  nature, 
and  his  feelings  were  not  deep.  At  his 
mother's  reproof  and  the  curate's  touch 
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he  coloured,  and  looked  sheepishly  at 
his  boots.  And  then  he  said  some- 
thing in  a  low  tone  to  the  Tracy  girls, 
and  all  three  went  off  together.  Honor's 
eyes  followed  them  with  a  look  of  disgust. 

Miss  Weedon  had  begun  to  look  very 
frail  and  worn,  as  if  a  dozen  years  had 
passed  over  her  head  since  the  morning. 
Godiva  came  up,  and  softly  called  Mrs. 
Manville's  attention  to  the  fact  that  the 
old  lady  was  breaking  down. 

"  She  shall  come  back  with  me,  and 
take  something,"  Mrs.  Manville  said, 
bestirring  herself  at  once. 

Miss  Weedon  accompanied  her  quite 
meekly  ;  Honor  stayed,  and  drew  near  to 
her  cousin. 

^*  I  hardly  know  what  is  to  be  done," 
she  began,  her  lips  quivering.  ^^  This  is 
so  awfully  sudden,  and  oh,  so  dreadful ! 
I  feel  that  I  ought  not  to  leave  Sybil,  and 
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jet  some  one  must  go  home  with  Aunt 
Jane,  and  break  the  news  to  papa.  You 
could  do  all  that,  Godiva ;  but  you  couldn't 
find  all  the  things  that  are  wanted.  She 
won't  be  moved  for  a  long  time — not  for 
weeks  ;  and  we  must  make  the  place  com- 
fortable." 

**  Let  us  settle  it  at  once,"  said  Godiva, 
after  an  instant's  pause.  ^^  I  will  stay 
here  to-night." 

^*  You  ?  Oh,  Godiva,  this  is  too  hard  for 
you.    She  has  used  you  so  badly,  and " 

*^  Hush  !  we  must  forget  everything  ex- 
cept her  sufferings,"  Godiva  said  quickly. 
*'  And  now,  here  is  the  doctor  at  last.  He 
looks  grave, but — try  to  be  strong.  Honor." 

Dr.  Kyan  did  indeed  look  very  grave. 
His  words  were  grave  too  ;  but  Mrs.  Holt 
was  right — he  did  not  leave  them  without 
hope. 

**  It  will  be  a  long  time  before  she  can 
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be  taken  home  ?  "  Honor  managed  to  say 
in  a  choked  voice. 

'^  Home !  My  dear  young  lady,  she 
must  lie  where  she  is  for  many  weeks — 
one  can't  say  how  long.  We  must  send 
for  a  trained  nurse  this  evening." 

He  went  his  way,  promising  to  return 
before  nightfall,  and  William  Westgate, 
the  curate,  followed  and  walked  with  him  a 
few  yards.  Honor  looked  disconsolately 
after  the  retreating  figures  for  a  moment. 

*^  The  Manvilles  are  selfish  people," 
she  said  bitterly.  ^^  Fred  would  not  have 
her  carried  to  his  mother's  house.  How 
unsympathetic  he  is.  I  wish  we  were  all 
at  home." 

**  Never  mind ;  we  shall  do  very  well 
without  Mrs.  Manville,"  replied  Godiva 
gently.  *'  Mrs.  Holt's  help  will  be  better 
than  hers,  and  the  nurse  will  soon  be 
here.     You  will  send  for  the  carriage  at 
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once,  Honor,  and  take  Miss  Weedon  away. 
She  has  had  a  great  shock,  poor  old  lady  !  " 

^'  I  hope  Aunt  Jane  won't  fall  ill ;  that 
would  be  the  last  straw,"  said  poor  Honor, 
tears  rushing  to  her  eyes.  ^^And  am  I 
really  to  leave  you,  Godiva  ?  " 

"We  have  settled  that.'*  Godiva's 
smile  was  reassuring. 

"  You  are  very  good,"  Honor  murmured. 

A  little  later  the  carriage  drove  away 
with  its  two  weeping  occupants.  Then 
a  clock  struck  five ;  and  Godiva,  as  she 
stood  leaning  against  the  open  door,  saw 
the  clergyman  coming  back  again. 

'^  You  must  tell  me  if  I  can  be  of  any 
use,"  he  said  in  a  pleasant  voice.  "  The 
Holts  are  good  people  ;  you  will  find  them 
trustworthy.  Here  is  Mercy  coming  to 
bring  you  some  tea  in  the  little  parlour. 
She  is  just  fourteen,  and  one  of  the  best 
girls  in  my  school." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

"  HOPE-LIFTED  ;    DOUBT -DE  PRESSED.'' 

The  slow  hours  of  the  long  evening 
crept  wearily  away.  Sybil  was  sensible, 
and  knew  that  it  was  Godiva  who  sat  by 
her  bedside.  But  some  time  went  by 
before  she  asked  any  question,  and  Mrs. 
Holt  recommended  perfect  silence  until 
the  doctor  had  been  again. 

The  room  in  which  she  lay  was  on  the 
ground-floor,  and  opened  into  the  parlour. 
It  was  a  larger  room  than  is  often  found 
in  cottages,  and  was  decently  furnished, 
for  the  Holts,  in  a  humble  way,  were  well- 
to-do.     The  bed  was  old-fashioned^  and 
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had  a  white  dimity  canopy  and  curtains, 
fresh  and  neat.  From  her  seat  Godiva 
could  see  the  sky  change ;  the  gold  faded, 
giving  place  to  silver  and  grey.  It  was 
gradually  growing  darker,  and  she  rose  to 
ask  for  a  lamp  to  be  brought. 

*'  Godiva,"  said  a  faint  voice,  which 
sounded  like  a  feeble  echo  of  Sybil's  usual 
one. 

She  was  bending  over  the  pillow  in  a 
moment. 

'*  Yes,  dear,  I  am  here,"  she  answered ; 
''  what  is  it  ?  " 

''  You  saw  me  fall,  didn't  you  ?  "  Sybil 
asked. 

*  *  I  did  ;  but  you  must  not  talk  about 
it  now." 

^^  I  want  to  talk — just  a  little.  Can  I 
go  home  to-morrow  ?  " 

*'  Not  to-morrow,  dear,"  said  Godiva 
gently. 
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There  was  a  pause  and  a  long  sigh. 
Then  came  another  question. 

*^  Godiva,  does  the  doctor  say  that  I  am 
going  to  die  ?  " 

*'No,  Sybil;  he  said  there  was  hope. 
We  pray  that  you  may  hve,  and  we  think 
that  you  will," 

'*  But  if  I  live  perhaps  I  shall  be  a 
cripple." 

''  No,  dear,  I  hope  not.  You  are  young 
and  very  strong,  and  if  you  are  patient 
you  may  get  well  sooner  than  we  thought 
at  first." 

There  was  a  pause  again.  Her  voice 
was  very  tremulous  when  she  spoke. 

''Won't  Honor  come  back  to-night? 
Will  not  my  father  come  ?  " 

''  Dear  Sybil,  I  think  he  will  be  sure  to 
come,"  Godiva  answered  earnestly,  ''  and 
Honor  would  not  have  gone  if  she  could 
have  helped  it  ;    she   had  to   get   many 
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things  that  were  wanted.  Do  not  talk 
any  more  now." 

Mrs.  Holt  entered  with  the  lamp,  and 
lifted  a  warning  finger.  The  doctor  came 
in  a  few  minutes  later,  and,  before  his 
visit  was  ended,  Godiva  heard  a  sound  of 
wheels  in  the  road.  She  ran  out  of  the 
house-door,  and  was  met  by  a  chill  rush 
of  night  air.  Her  uncle  was  getting  down 
from  a  carriage. 

His  arms  opened  and  she  was  silently 
clasped  in  them.  It  seemed  as  if  a  great 
wealth  of  repressed  love  passed  into  that 
embrace,  and  there  was  so  much  feeling 
on  both  sides  that,  on  her  part,  strength 
almost  gave  way.  But  she  calmed  her- 
self by  a  strong  effort,  and  tried  to  speak. 

*^  Sybil  has  been  asking  for  you,"  she 
said,  "  and  she  is  no  worse.  She  has 
borne  the  time  bravely  since  Honor  left 
us." 
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**  Does  she  suffer  much  ?  "  he  asked. 

^^  I  am  afraid  so,"  Godiva  sighed ;  '^  but 
she  is  really  very  brave,  and  the  doctor  is 
hopeful/' 

When  the  doctor  came  out  of  the  inner 
room  she  returned  to  her  post  by  the  bed, 
and  left  him  with  Mr.  Durleigh.  Sybil's 
eyes,  widely  opened,  greeted  her  eagerly. 

^^  I  heard  papa's  voice,"  Sybil  said. 
''  Will  he  stay  here  all  night  ?  " 

'*  I  am  sure  he  will,"  Godiva  replied. 
''  You  will  sleep  well  when  you  know  that 
we  are  watching." 

*'  I  am  too  much  hurt  to  sleep.  Godiva, 
are  you  certain  that  there  is  any  hope  ? 
Can  any  one  live  who  is  so  completely 
shattered  ?  " 

Again  Godiva  spoke  soothing  words. 
And  then  Hugh  Darleigh  entered  and 
tried  to  calm  her  fears.  She  began  to 
weep  a  little,  and  clung  to  him  feebly. 
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He  sent  Godiva  to  rest,  and  sat  up 
with  Mrs.  Holt  through  the  weary  hours 
of  the  night. 

A  little  bedroom  upstairs  had  been  got 
ready  for  Godiva's  use,  and  its  latticed 
casement  overlooked  the  quiet  road.  It 
was  with  a  very  sad  heart  indeed  that  she 
went  to  the  window ;  but  an  old  childish 
habit  of  hers  clung  to  her  still,  and 
whenever  the  stars  were  out  she  rarely 
failed  to  hold  communion  with  them. 
She  stood  quite  still,  looking  out  into  the 
cold  clear  night,  with  eyes  that  were 
dimmed  wdth  tears.  Life  was  full  of 
sorrow;  her  work  seemed  to  be  the  con- 
tinual bearing  of  others'  burdens  ;  but  no 
strong  arm  was  given  her  to  lean  upon ; 
she  was  toiling  on  alone.  Yet  not  alone  ; 
she  rebuked  herself  for  the  thought.  The 
loving  Power  that  had  sustained  her 
father  in   his  life's   labour   was   helping 
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her  now,  and  would  be  with  her  to  the 
end. 

^'  To  Kve  for  others,  as  he  did,"  she 
thought,  clasping  her  hands.  ^'  To  do  ray- 
duty  in  the  appointed  place,  no  matter 
where  that  place  may  be — and  mine  is 
here.  I  am  very  glad  that  I  see  things 
so  clearly  now ;  I  was  blind  once." 

It  was  a  very  grave  and  gentle  face  that 
the  stars  looked  down  upon  as  it  rested  on 
the  pillow — a  childlike  expression  was  on 
it  still,  although  a  woman's  sorrows  had 
left  their  traces  there.  For  several  hours 
she  slept  the  unbroken  sleep  of  peace. 

It  was  still  so  very  early  that  the  dawn 
ha,d  not  broken  through  the  soft  grey  of 
the  east,  when  a  little  figure  stole  down- 
stairs. She  glanced  cautiously  into  the 
sick-room,  and  saw  that  Sybil  was  asleep. 
Mr.  Durleigh,  who  seemed  utterly  weary 
and  spent,  was  dozing  in  a  chair,  his  head 
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resting  against  the  wall.  Mrs.  Holt  had 
gone  to  her  room,  to  snatch  a  brief  hour 
of  repose  ;  and  the  sitting-room,  with  its 
black  grate,  looked  bitterly  cold  and 
cheerless.  Godiva  gazed  round  her  with 
a  shiver.  But  there  was  a  home-fairy  in 
the  cottage ;  Mercy  Holt,  soft-footed  and 
quick-fingered,  soon  wrought  a  change 
in  the  desolate  parlour,  and  when  Mr. 
Durleigh  entered  the  room  he  was  greeted 
with  a  blaze  of  cheerfulness.  His  niece 
moved  about  quietly,  helping  Mercy  to 
get  breakfast. 

^^  Godiva,"  he  said,  ''  you  ought  not  to 
be  up  at  this  hour  !  " 

^'Indeed  I  ought.  Uncle  Hugh,"  she 
answered,  coming  forward  to  put  her 
hands  upon  his.  *'  I  enjoy  getting  break- 
fast.    Has  Sybil  had  a  very  bad  night  ?  " 

"  Hardly  as  bad  as  we  feared  it  would 
be.     She   dreads   being    left    here,   poor 
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child  !  Her  one  cry  is  to  be  taken  home, 
and  nursed  in  her  own  room.  But  that 
cannot  be,  you  know." 

Godiva  shook  her  head  sadly. 

''  I  scarcely  dared  to  tell  her  that 
Honor  cannot  come  back  yet,"  Mr.  Bur- 
leigh went  on.  ^'The  shock  was  too 
much  for  Miss  Weedon,  and  she  is  seri- 
ously ill.  As  to  my  poor  Janet,  she  is 
worse  than  useless." 

**  But  won't  Sybil  let  me  stay  with 
her,  Uncle  Hugh?  "  said  Godiva  eagerly. 
'^  She  did  not  like  me  before — before  this 
trouble  came ;  but  I  hope  she  will  learn 
to  trust  me  ;  and  you  know  that  I  will 
do  my  best." 

Hugh  Durleigh  looked  at  the  girl  with 
a  sad  gaze.  At  that  moment  there  was 
something  in  her  truthful  eyes  that  re- 
minded him  of  his  mother's  eyes — closed 
long  years  ago. 
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"  My  dear,"  he  said,  ^'  I  know  you  have 
not  been  kindly  treated  in  my  house.  It 
has  been  a  great  grief  to  me.  But  a  man 
is  almost  helpless  in  some  respects." 

''  I  was  an  intruder — they  could  not 
help  feeling  that.  Uncle  Hugh.  But, 
indeed,  I  think  they  like  me  better  now  ; 
Honor  is  very  kind,  and  you  have  always 
been  most  good  to  me." 

'^  I  want  to  speak  to  you  about  Sybil," 
said  Hugh  Durleigh,  taking  her  hands  in 
his.  '^  She  is  possessed  with  a  strange 
fancy.  Last  night  she  told  me  that  she 
would  rather  have  you  with  her  than 
Honor.  She  says  that  Honor  is  always 
formal  and  cold ;  there  is  some  truth  in 
that,  perhaps." 

For  an  instant  the  light  in  Godiva's 
eyes  was  beautiful ;  but  her  face  grew 
grave  again,  and  clouded  over.  Might 
not  poor  Sybil  be  wandering  ? 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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**  She  does  not  yet  know  that  Miss 
Weedon's  illness  detains  Honor,"  he 
went  on.  ''But,  Godiva,  how  can  I  ask 
you  to  stay  on  here  ?  Sybil  does  not 
think  that  you  will.  She  says  that  she 
has  done  you  a  great  injury." 

Godiva  started.  She  had  not  expected 
that  Sybil  would  ever  confess  what  she 
had  done.  It  was  a  proof  that  she 
thought  herself  hovering  between  two 
worlds. 

"Uncle  Hugh,"  she  said,  ''the  mere 
thought  of  enmity  is  dreadful  now ;  let 
us  put  it  away.  I  am  glad  that  Sybil 
wants  me.  When  she  wakes  I  will  tell 
her  that  I  shall  stay." 

He  took  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her 
in  silence. 

The  nurse,  summoned  by  telegram, 
arrived  by  an  early  train,  and  was  intro- 
duced to  her  patient  by  Dr.  Eyan  himself. 
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She  was  a  strong,  grave-looking  woman 
of  four  or  five  and  thirty,  with  a  quiet 
voice  and  a  gentle  manner ;  but  Sybil 
cast  an  imploring  look  at  her  cousin  when 
the  stranger  came  to  her  side.  The 
nurse,  with  her  trained  quickness,  saw 
at  once  that  the  two  girls  wanted  to 
speak  to  each  other,  and  gave  them  a 
chance. 

^*  I  dare  say  she  is  all  right — that 
woman,"  Sybil  whispered;  "but  I  want 
some  one  else  too.  Godiva,  are  you 
going  to  leave  me  ?  " 

"No,  dear  Sybil;  I  shall  stay  as  long 
as  you  want  me." 

"Oh,  that  is  good!  I'd  sooner  have 
you  than  Honor,"  she  said,  shutting  her 
eyes. 

This  day  was  the  beginning  of  many 
long  days — all  curiously  like  each  other. 
Even  the  spring  seemed  to  advance  slowly. 
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and  the  clear  sky  smiled  coldly  through 
a  delicate  lattice  of  leafless  branches. 
Yet  there  were  spots  where  primroses 
made  a  pale  yellow  glimmer ;  and  Mercy 
and  Godiva  gathered  a  few  handfuls  for 
the  sick-room. 

A  wonderful  little  comforter  was  Mercy 
in  these  weary  days.  Her  natural  refine- 
ment and  tact  taught  her  just  when  to 
speak  and  when  to  be  silent.  She  never 
worried  Godiva  with  idle  talk,  but  every 
question  was  met  with  an  intelligent 
answer.  Mr.  Westgate  had  been  her 
best  friend,  she  said  with  quiet  enthusiasm. 
Before  he  came  Chesterport  had  been  a 
neglected  place,  although  it  was  so  near 
a  great  town.  But  he  was  only  there 
for  a  time,  doing  the  work  of  the  vicar, 
who  had  gone  abroad  to  seek  health. 
Little  Mercy  was  afraid  that  he  would 
soon  go  back  to  London,  to  work  among 
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the  poor  people  there.  But  things  could 
never  again  be  as  bad  as  they  were  before 
his  coming — oh,  never ! 

Busy  as  the  curate  was  he  seldom 
allowed  a  day  to  pass  without  calling  at 
Holt's  cottage.  Sybil,  lying  wearily  on 
her  bed,  got  used  to  listening  to  his  voice 
in  the  parlour,  and  began  to  like  the 
sound  of  it.  He  had  a  pleasant,  full- 
toned  voice,  that  seemed  to  convey  an 
idea  of  kindliness  and  strength.  It  was 
good  of  him  to  come  so  often,  she  said ; 
especially  as  another  person  stayed  away. 

The  ^'  other  person  "  was  Fred  Man- 
ville,  whose  visits  were  few  and  far  be- 
tween. He  was  still  at  home  on  leave, 
and  he  often  passed  the  cottage  door, 
accompanying  the  gay  parties  who  came 
to  see  the  ruins.  Even  now,  although 
the  weather  was  cold,  there  were  a  good 
many  excursionists ;    and   Godiva   could 
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imagine  that  the  place  must  be"  noisy  and 
crowded  in  summer.  Her  first  impression 
of  Fred  had  not  been  favourable;  but 
she  had  not  been  prepared  for  his  utter 
want  of  heart.  Nor  did  she  like  the 
mother  much  better  than  the  son.  Mrs. 
Manville  had  contented  herself  with  a 
very  sHght  show  of  interest  in  Sybil's 
condition,  and  had  not  even  offered  to 
sit  half  an  hour  by  the  bedside. 
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love's  victory  won. 


^'  I  WONDER  why  it  is  that  we  have  not 
made  any  real  friends  ?  " 

It  was  Sybil  who  spoke  in  her  faint 
voice,  lying  on  the  bed  on  which  she  had 
lain  for  three  long  weeks. 

The  nurse  had  gone  to  rest  in  a  room 
upstairs,  and  Godiva  was  spending  the 
sunshiny  hours  of  the  afternoon  by  her 
cousin's  side.  The  sick  chamber,  with 
its  white  dimity  hangings,  was  a  pleasant 
place  to-day.  Sunbeams  entered  freely 
through  the  casement ;  spring  flowers 
were  to  be  seen  everywhere.     Hyacinths 
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adorned  the  chimney-piece,  great  bunches 
of  wallflowers  decked  the  table  by  the 
window,  and  altogether  there  was  some- 
thing fresh  and  cheerful  in  the  aspect  of 
the  room.  A  short  pause  followed  Sybil's 
remark;  Godiva  was  not  ready  with  a 
rejoinder. 

'*  I  was  thinking  of  the  Manvilles,"  she 
continued,  finding  that  her  cousin  was 
silent.  *'  They  used  to  pretend  to  be 
very  fond  of  me ;  but  Fred  did  not  seem 
to  care  much  when  I  was  hurt — did  he  ?  " 

Godiva  detected  a  touch  of  pain  in  her 
tone. 

^^  Perhaps  one  ought  not  to  judge  Fred 
Manville  too  severely,  Sybil,"  she  said 
at  last.  '^  He  is  very  young,  and  he  has 
all  a  sailor's  love  of  fun  and  flirtation. 
I  don't  think  he  can  take  anything  to 
heart." 

**  He  has  no  heart,  Godiva." 
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^'  He  may  find  out  that  he  has  such  a 
thing  one  of  these  days." 

^^  I  don't  know  :  it  doesn't  matter  much. 
His  mother  has  neglected  me,  and  she 
always  called  herself  a  friend  of  the 
family ;  but  the  family  has  very  few 
friends.     Why  is  it  ?  " 

^*  That's  a  difiicult  question,"  Godiva 
said  frankly.  ^'  But  this  is  the  first  time 
that  your  friends  have  been  put  to  the 
test,  isn't  it  ?  " 

^*  I  think  it  is."  Sybil  spoke  thought- 
fully. **  We  have  never  been  ill ;  I  have 
never  had  anything  the  matter  with  me 
till  now,  and  we  were  always  ready  to  do 
the  things  that  we  were  asked  to  do ; 
but  I'm  inclined  to  believe  that  we  have 
been  kind  to  the  wrong  people  all  our 
lives.  There  is  Minnie  Donnison,  for 
instance.  What  do  you  think  of  her 
conduct  ?  " 
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^^  She  has  been  very  ungrateful." 

'^  Ungrateful  is  too  mild  a  word.  I've 
been  lying  here  three  weeks,  and  she  has 
not  come  near  me.  I  had  one  trumpery 
note,  telling  me  that  she  was  going  to  stay 
with  the  Tryons.  Honor  says  that  they 
are  new  people,  just  come  to  Silversea." 

Godiva  did  not  seize  the  opportunity  to 
abuse  Miss  Donnison,  and  there  followed 
another  silence. 

'^  We  have  been  kind  to  the  wrong 
people,"  Sybil  repeated.  "We  have 
chosen  badly.  No  one  takes  any  real 
interest  in  us." 

"  Mr.  Westgate  takes  a  real  interest  in 
you,  Sybil." 

"  Perhaps  he  does.  But  he  is  a  parson, 
and  it's  his  business  to  take  an  interest 
in  sick  people.  When  I  am  well  he'll 
quite  forget  me.  When  I  am  well ! — I 
am  almost  afraid  to  say  the  words." 
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''The  doctors  are  very  hopeful,'*  said 
Godiva. 

''  Yes  ;  that  great  man  who  came  from 
London  did  not  despair  of  me.  But 
doctors  are  not  always  right,  are  they  ? 
And  I  am  so  very,  very  helpless." 

Her  voice  died  into  a  whisper,  and  she 
turned  her  head  aside  from  the  light. 
Tears  were  running  down  her  pale  cheeks  ; 
the  poor  bruised  hand  was  lifted  painfully 
to  wipe  them  away. 

In  an  instant  Godiva  was  bending  over 
her  with  intense  tenderness  in  look,  and 
tone,  and  touch. 

**  Dearest  Sybil,"  she  said,  ''you  have 
a  great  deal  to  bear ;  I  often  wonder  at 
your  patience.  But,  indeed,  there  is 
cause  for  thankfulness — it  might  have 
been  ever  so  much  worse.  And,  although 
recovery  seems  so  slow,  you  are  getting 
on  better  than  we  dared  to  expect," 
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Sybil  did  not  stir,  save  slowly  to  hold 
out  her  left  hand,  which  was  unhurt. 
Godiva  clasped  it  softly  between  her 
own. 

Presently  she  spoke  again — very  low. 
''  I  suppose  I  deserve  to  suffer.  I  clam- 
bered up  to  the  top  of  the  wall  just  to 
show  off  before  the  Tracys.  All  my  life 
I've  been  doing  things  on  purpose  to 
annoy  other  people." 

Godiva  smoothed  the  fair  hair  away 
from  the  troubled  face. 

*'  But  you  will  not  go  on  doing  them, 
dear  ?  "  she  said. 

"  No  ;  I  have  done  harm  enough.  You 
know — don't  you  ?  —  that  I've  tried  to 
make  you  miserable  ?  I  did  try  hard.  I 
spoilt  your  manuscript." 

Still  the  soft  little  fingers  stroked 
Sybil's  hair  with  a  caressing  touch,  as 
Godiva  said — 
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*'  Let  us  forget  it,  Sybil.  Let  us  start 
afresh.  Don't  you  think  you  can  learn 
to  like  me  a  little  ?  " 

''  More  than  a  little."  Sybil's  eyes 
looked  up  at  her  with  a  new  expression, 
that  changed  and  beautified  her  whole 
face.  '^From  the  very  first,  when  they 
carried  me  in  here  all  battered  to  pieces, 
I  wanted  you  to  stay  with  me.  I  didn't 
mind  Honor  going  if  you  were  left." 

^*  But  Honor  is  kind,"  Godiva  whispered. 

'*  She  does  her  duty,  and  she's  not  un- 
kind ;  but  all  that  she  does  is  done  for- 
mally ;  just  as  a  schoolgirl  does  things 
when  she  is  being  watched  by  a  teacher. 
You  are  gentle  because  you  can't  help  it. 
The  love  in  your  nature  works  to  the  out- 
side, and  sweetens  your  face,  and  softens 
your  voice." 

This  was  a  victory  worth  winning. 
Godiva  thanked  God  for  it  in  silence. 
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*'  I  tried  to  go  on  detesting  you  after 
I'd  spoilt  the  manuscript,"  Sybil  con- 
fessed. ^'  But  it  seemed  as  if  all  my 
dislike  was  spent,  and  something  else 
was  coming  in  its  place.  I  shall  never 
be  jealous  of  you  any  more,  Godiva — 
never  !  But — if  I  get  well — I'll  try  to 
copy  you,  and  then,  perhaps,  people  will 
find  me  a  little  more  endurable." 

It  was  clear  that  Sybil  would  never  do 
anything  by  halves.  She  was  thorough 
in  her  loves  as  in  her  hates — thorough  in 
her  confession  of  wrong-doing  and  wrong- 
feeling.  She  could  call  herself  **a  miser- 
able sinner  "  from  the  very  bottom  of  her 
heart. 

^*  Now  that  I'm  telling  you  things," 
she  went  on  after  a  short  silence,  **  I  will 
own  that  I  have  been  in  love  with  Fred. 
And  he  made  love  to  me  last  summer ; 
but  there  was  no  truth  in  it.     Oh,  I  know 
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you  are  going  to  say  that  he's  very  young 
—yes ;  but  youth  isn't  an  excuse  for  utter 
heartlessness,  is  it  ?  I  think  a  boy  is 
almost  a  man  at  nineteen." 

*^  Some  boys  are  quite  men  at  nine- 
teen," replied  Godiva  thoughtfully.  ^'  I 
haven't  had  any  experience  in  love  affairs, 
Sybil  dear,  so  that  my  opinion  is  not 
worth  much.  But  I  think  there  is  some- 
thing hard  about  the  Manvilles.  As  to 
Fred,  his  affections  have  no  root ;  there's 
no  depth  of  soil  in  his  nature,  and  so 
they  wither  away." 

''  You  call  him  handsome,  don't  you  ?  " 
Sybil  asked. 

*'In  a  fashion — yes.  He  has  regular 
features,  but  I  don't  like  his  face.  It  is 
cold  and  bold." 

"I  admired  him,"  said  Sybil  with  custo- 
mary outspokenness.  *'  He  seemed  so 
daring  and  bright." 
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*' There's  a  great  deal  of  dash  about 
him ;  but  I  think  it's  merely  dash,  with 
nothing  behind  it,"  Godiva  answered. 

Her  thoughts  had  strayed  away  to  Rex, 
with  his  grave  face  and  quiet,  courteous 
manner.  How  long  the  time  had  seemed 
since  those  dark  blue  eyes  had  looked 
into  hers !  Again  there  was  silence  in 
the  room,  broken  only  by  the  crackling 
of  a  log  on  the  fire.  Her  fingers  still 
played  with  Sybil's  hair,  and  the  girl, 
overwearied  by  more  talking  than  usual, 
began  to  yield  to  the  spell  of  the  sooth- 
ing touch.  Presently  her  regular  breath- 
ing told  that  she  had  fallen  asleep,  and 
then  Godiva  herself  was  conscious  that  a 
pleasant  languor  was  stealing  over  her. 
She  sank  back  in  the  arm-chair  by  the 
bedside,  and  fell  into  a  deep  slumber. 

She  awoke  after  half  an  hour's  refresh- 
ing rest,  not  suddenly,  but  with  the  con- 
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scioiisness  that  a  kind  of  subdued  turmoil 
was  going  on  around.  Sybil  was  wide 
awake  ;  the  clink  of  teacups  was  heard 
in  the  parlour,  and  Honor's  voice,  speak- 
ing to  the  nurse,  met  her  ears. 

*'  Honor  is  here,"  she  said,  rising. 

*^  Yes,"  Sybil  answered.  ^^  I  think  she 
has  just  arrived  ;  I  heard  wheels  a  minute 


ago. 


Honor  was  looking  pale  and  worn ; 
Miss  Weedon's  illness  had  been  severe 
enough  to  give  her  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  and  anxiety,  and  Janet  had  proved 
herself  unable  to  lift  even  the  lightest 
burden. 

'^I  have  had  to  do  everything  and 
think  of  everything,"  Honor  said  wearily. 
*'How  can  I  ever  thank  you  enough, 
Godiva,  for  remaining  here  ?  But  I  will 
not  talk  of  that  now.  I  came  to  tell  you 
that  Mr.  Longworthy  arrived  yesterday 

VOL.  n.  R 
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afternoon,  and  has  been  to  ns  to  inquire 
for  you." 

Godiva  flushed  slightly,  and  Honor 
noticed  the  flush,  and  put  her  own  inter- 
pretation upon  it. 

^^You  must  come  back  to-morrow, 
Godiva,"  she  went  on  quickly.  *'  I  would 
have  insisted  on  your  returning  to-day, 
but  Aunt  Jane  was  frantic  when  I  spoke 
of  leaving  her.  To-morrow  you  shall 
come,  and  I  will  take  your  place  here. 
Sybil  mustn't  be  left  without  one  of  us, 
poor  child!  " 

' '  Howlong  will  Bex  stay  ? ' '  Godiva  asked. 

*'  He  said  he  should  take  a  fortnight's 
holiday.  Mr.  Kemple  is  almost  well  again." 

*'  A  fortnight !  I  did  not  think  he 
would  get  such  along  time,"  said  Godiva, 
with  brightening  eyes.  ^^  Oh  yes,  Honor, 
I  can  wait  till  to-morrow." 

^'  Then    I    can    prepare    Aunt    Jane's 
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mind  for  my  departure,"  returned  Honor 
gratefully;  '*  but  I  must  not  forget  to  say 
that  Mr.  Longworthy  called  again  last 
night,  after  dinner." 

*^  And  you  said  that  I  should  go  home 
to-day?" 

"  Yes  ;  I  told  him  that  decidedly.  He 
had  been  very  well  entertained  by  General 
Espinasse." 

^^  Oh,  did  he  find  out  the  general?" 
exclaimed  Godiva  joyfully. 

'^  He  had  asked  for  General  Espinasse's 
address  when  he  called  first.  Finding 
that  you  were  away,  he  thought  he  would 
look  up  his  grandfather's  old  friend ;  and 
the  result  is  that  he  has  taken  rooms  iu 
the  house  next  to  the  general's,  instead  of 
going  to  any  of  the  hotels.  So  that  he  will 
only  be  a  short  distance  from  us,  you  see." 

Again  Godiva's  eyes  brightened.  It 
was  but  a  stone's  throw  from  Albert  Villa 
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to  St.  Vincent  Terrace — that  modest  row 
of  houses  which  new-comers  somewhat 
despised.  But  if  St.  Vincent  Terrace 
was  unfashionable,  it  was  well  built  and 
comfortable,  and  its  reputation  had  risen 
since  General  Espinasse  had  taken  up 
his  quarters  there. 

''  I  am  very  glad,"  said  Godiva  warmly. 
"-  Of  course  it  is  pleasant  for  Eex  and  the 
general  to  meet;  they  will  have  a  great 
deal  to  say  to  each  other." 

Honor  found  Sybil  quieter  and  more 
resigned  than  she  had  expected.  The 
sisters  did  not  talk  much  ;  Sybil  was  still 
too  weak  to  bear  a  long  conversation.  It 
was  explained  to  her  in  a  few  words  that 
Godiva  was  to  go  home  next  day. 

"  Will  she  return  after  Mr.  Longworthy 
has  gone  ?  "  she  asked. 

''  We  shall  see,"  said  Honor.  *^  I  dare 
say  she  will.  But  anyhow  you  will  not 
be  left  alone." 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

AND  BY-AND-BY  A  CLOUD  TAKES  ALL  AWAY. 


J  7 


When  Godiva  got  out  of  the  carriage  at 
her  uncle's  door,  she  could  scarcely  believe 
that  only  three  weeks  had  gone  by  since 
she  had  left  the  house.  She  recalled  a 
vision  of  Sybil's  face  as  it  had  looked 
when  they  had  started  for  their  drive, 
rosy  and  smiling  under  the  black  velvet 
hat.  And  then  the  same  face,  white  and 
patient  as  it  rested  on  the  pillow,  came 
back  to  her  as  she  had  seen  it  an  hour 


ago. 


But   even  the   thought   of   Sybil  was 
banished  by  the  sight  of  Rex,  who  was 
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waiting  in  the  sanctum.  He  had  been 
taken  there  by  Honor's  orders,  because 
she  had  felt  that  this  room  was  more 
sechided  than  the  drawing-room.  The 
fire  was  blazing  merrily ;  tea  was  ready 
on  the  table ;  and  Godiva's  heart  gave  a 
throb  of  joy  when  she  saw  the  tall  figure 
standing  on  the  hearthrug. 

'^  You  are  a  mere  sprite,"  he  said,  after 
the  first  greeting  w^as  over.  '^  Godiva,  1 
must  take  you  back  to  Eichmond  to  be 
nursed  by  the  aunts.'' 

Standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  he 
held  her  two  hands,  and  looked  into  her 
face  with  a  searching  gaze.  There  was 
something  sad  in  the  dark-blue  eyes ;  he 
W'ore  an  anxious,  questioning  expression. 

^'  There's  nothing  the  matter  with  me, 
Eex,"  she  answered,  flushing  under  his 
scrutiny,  and  then  growing  paler  than 
before.      ''  It  has  been  a   time  of  great 
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anxiety  for  us  all.     You  have   heard  of 
Sybil's  accident?" 

He  sKghtly  inclined  his  head,  gazing 
at  her  still. 

"  Of  course  I  am  feeling  the  effect  of 
the  shock  and  the  trouble ;  but  it  will 
soon  pass  away.  I  am  stronger  than  I 
was  when  you  last  saw  me." 

*'  No,"  said  Kex  gravely,  "no." 

*'But  I  am,"  she  persisted,  '*  and  I'm 
much  happier — oh,  ever  so  much  !  Kex, 
I  am  beginning  to  love  my  cousins,  and 
to  feel  that  I  am  of  use  to  them.  It  is 
just  as  my  father  wished.  I  am  glad  I 
came  here." 

"  And  I — am  sorry,"  he  said,  with  a 
sigh. 

**  Sorry  !  Why,  Eex,  you  persuaded 
me  to  come.  You  overcame  all  my  objec- 
tions.    Don't  you  remember  ?  " 

"  I  am  sorry,"  he  repeated  stubbornly. 
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^' Eight  or  wrong,  I  wish  we  had  kept 
you  in  London,  and  given  you  a  home 
among  us.  If  it  was  well  for  you  to  be 
here,  you  would  not  look  as  pale  and  thin 
as  you  do  now." 

^'I  have  had  something  to  make  me 
pale  and  thin ;  you  can't  expect  me  to 
be  i)l^^P  ^^^  I'osy  after  so  much 
trouble  ?  "  she  said,  with  surprised  eyes. 

''  I  did  not  expect  to  see  you  looking 
as  delicate  as  you  do  now,"  he  answered; 
'^  but,  Godiva,  I  am  forgetting  that  I 
have  a  note  to  give  you." 

^*A  note  from  Miss  Charlotte,  I  sup- 
pose?" she  said,  holding  out  her  hand 
for  it. 

^'No;  from  Miss  Espinasse,"  he  re- 
plied, searching  his  pocket.  ^'  Here  it 
is^  We  are  asked  to  dine  with  the 
general  this  evening." 

^^What  do  you  think  of  Belle?"  she 
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said,  opening  the  envelope.  ^'Tsn'fc  she 
perfectly  lovely  ?  I  didn't  say  too  much 
about  her  beauty,  did  I,  Eex  ?  " 

He  paused  for  an  instant  before  he 
spoke. 

'^  No,"  he  answered  in  a  low  voice, 
'"'you  didn't  say  too  much.  She  is  very 
beautiful." 

Somehow  the  conversation  seemed  to 
flag  a  little  after  the  note  was  read. 
Godiva  suddenly  remembered  that  she 
had  something  to  do  to  her  best  black 
silk  gown ;  and  Eex  rose  from  his  chair 
by  the  fire. 

*'  They  dine  at  seven,"  he  remarked. 
''  It's  nearly  six  now.  I'll  come  and  call 
for  you  presently." 

He  went  away,  and  she  ran  lightly 
upstairs  to  make  her  preparations  in  her 
room.  It  was  not  the  cold  bare  little 
room  in  which   she  had  spent  so  many 
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sad  hours  when  she  first  came  to  Albert 
Yilla.  Honor  had  turned  a  spare  apart- 
ment, known  as  the  box-room,  into  a 
comfortable  chamber,  to  which  she  had 
lately  added  several  ornaments  and 
luxuries.  There  was  now  a  large  toilet- 
glass  instead  of  the  small  thing  which 
had  been  provided  as  if  for  the  stern 
purpose  of  repressing  vanity.  Godiva 
began  to  survey  herself  with  a  critical 
air  as  she  brushed  her  wavy  brown 
tresses. 

For  three  weeks  past  she  had  been 
thinking  very  little  about  her  appear- 
ance ;  and  it  would  have  been  difficult, 
as  well  as  useless,  to  have  attempted 
an  elaborate  toilette  in  the  cottage  at 
Chesterport.  But  now  that  she  had 
come  out  of  the  hushed  atmosphere  of 
pain,  and  entered  the  every-day  world 
again,   she    eyed    herself  with    renewed 
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interest.  Certainly  she  was  looking  frail 
and  worn ;  it  was  not  surprising  that 
Eex  had  spoken  sorrowfully  about  her 
aspect. 

With  a  slight  sinking  of  the  heart,  she 
put  on  the  silk  gown  that  the  good 
women  at  Eichmond  had  given  her  for 
possible  dinner-parties.  It  hung  so 
loosely  on  her  figure  that  her  slenderness 
seemed  startling.  She  looked  down, 
almost  with  wonder,  on  the  small  deli- 
cate arms  that  had  lost  all  girlish  round- 
ness of  outline.  Sighing  once  or  twice, 
she  set  to  work  to  lengthen  the  sleeves, 
and  add  a  few  touches  which  should  hide 
the  changes  that  were  but  too  evident. 
She  succeeded  very  well  on  the  whole  ; 
and  when  her  toilette  was  completed,  it 
must  have  been  a  captious  critic  who 
could  have  found  many  faults.  The 
white  violets  nestling  in  her  bodice  were 
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like  the  wearer  —  delicate,  pure,  and 
sweet. 

But  the  violet  seemed  to  pale  and 
shrink  before  the  sumptuous  rose  that 
graced  the  feast  that  night.  Belle's 
beauty  was  in  its  richest  glow.  Her 
dress  was  as  simple  as  Godiva's  own, 
and  she  wore  neither  ornaments  nor 
flowers;  yet  one  missed  nothing.  She 
was  so  radiant  in  this  full  glory  of  youth 
and  strength  that  Godiva  could  scarcely 
look  at  any  one  else. 

^^We  have  missed  you  very  much, 
Godiva,"  she  said  affectionately.  ^'And 
this  place  has  been  more  stupid  than 
ever,  although  the  usual  gaieties  went 
on.  I  hope  you  will  not  go  back  to 
Chesterport." 

^'I'm  afraid  I  must  go  back  by-and- 
by,"  Godiva  answered.  ^^  Cousin  Sybil 
wdll  want  me  again." 
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^^  I'm  glad  to  hear  that  there  is  a 
hope  of  her  recovery,"  said  the  general 
courteously.  ^'  But  what  fascination  it 
is  which  leads  young  ladies  to  climb 
to  the  top  of  ruined  w^alls  I  cannot 
imagine." 

Miss  Espinasse  was  in  high  spirits,  but 
her  mirthfulness  never  went  beyond  the 
limits  of  good  taste.  By  degrees  it 
seemed  as  if  she  absorbed  all  Godiva's 
life  and  brightness.  So  Eex  thought  as 
he  glanced  from  her  beaming  face  to  the 
pale  features  of  his  little  friend.  He 
had  never  seen  Godiva  appear  to  such 
disadvantage.  Her  very  smile  had 
changed,  and  was  indescribably  sad.  All 
the  radiance  of  her  early  girlhood  was 
gone ;  he  could  even  fancy  that  it  had 
vanished  with  the  summer  flowers  in 
that  old  garden  at  Richmond,  where  he 
had  first  seen  her  in  the  sunshine. 
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He  did  not  dream  that  he  had  shown, 
by  look  or  word,  the  disappointment  that 
he  felt  in  her.  He  believed  that  his 
manner  was  just  what  it  had  always 
been  —  affectionate  and  tender,  with 
something  protecting  in  it.  And  he 
was,  in  truth,  very  gentle  and  very  kind ; 
yet  Godiva  felt  the  change  in  his  gentle- 
ness and  kindness.  She  missed  some- 
thing which  could  not  be  put  into  words 
— ^just  as  one  misses  a  faint  perfume 
which  used  to  cling  to  some  dress  or 
ornament  when  it  belonged  to  us.  It 
is,  perhaps,  in  ^^  trifles  light  as  air"  that 
the  sense  of  loss  is  most  keenly  felt. 

It  was  a  relief  to  her  when  the  even- 
ing was  over,  and  Eex  walked  back  with 
her  to  Albert  Villa  in  the  moonhght. 
But  matters  did  not  improve  when 
they  were  alone  together.  Some  malign 
power  had   taken    possession  of  Godiva, 
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and  every  word  that  she  uttered  seemed 
to  be  weighted  with  lead.  Eex  said 
good  night,  and  promised  to  call  and 
take  her  for  a  walk  after  breakfast. 

He  went  back  to  St.  Vincent  Terrace 
with  a  curious  feeling  of  pain  and 
dissatisfaction  in  his  heart.  Surely 
Godiva  might  have  been  a  little  more 
cheerful,  he  thought.  After  the  weary 
and  depressing  time  he  had  gone  through 
in  London  he  had  earned  the  right  to 
enjoy  himself.  He  had  come  to  Silversea 
full  of  hope,  expecting  a  bright  welcome  ; 
and  he  had  been  met  by  a  pale  sad 
girl  who  had  not  spirit  enough  to  be 
glad. 

Let  poets  say  what  they  will,  there 
are  few  men  who  can  ^^  love  a  sad  Pamela 
as  well  as  a  joyful."  It  can  scarcely  be 
denied  that  the  stronger  sex  are  a  gloomy 
race,  inclined  to  follow  the  lead  of  Mr, 
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Despondency  along  the  rugged  path  of 
life.  Nowadays,  the  ''  ladye  "  who  braces 
her  knight's  armour  must  have  even  a 
stouter  heart  and  a  merrier  tongue  than 
her  sister  of  old  days.  The  knight,  it 
is  true,  may  come  out  of  the  conflict 
with  his  limbs  sound  ;  but  it  is  doubtful 
whether  he  will  escape  those  wounds  of 
the  spirit  which  take  longer  to  heal  than 
the  wounds  of  the  flesh.  The  constant 
pressure  of  the  cares  of  business — the 
worries  of  party  spite — the  ceaseless 
struggle  to  keep  a  good  place — all  this 
is  more  exhausting  than  the  old  fighting 
days  with  their  intervals  of  peace.  The 
influences  of  the  present  age  are  depress- 
ing ;  living  has  become  a  more  compli- 
cated afi'air  than  it  used  to  be ;  brains 
work  harder,  and  pulses  beat  faster  than 
they  used  to  do.  And  so  the  woman 
who  can  put  tears  out  of  sight,  and  smile 
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bravely  when  the  sky  is  dark,  is  likely 
to  reign  triumphantly  over  the  heart  of 
her  lord. 

For  many  weeks  Kex  had  been  bearing 
the  entire  burden  of  business  on  his 
unaccustomed  shoulders,  and  the  weight 
was  by  no  means  light.  Joseph  Kemple 
had  been  too  ill  to  be  consulted  about 
anything ;  and  it  was  an  illness  which  no 
one  had  foreseen.  Put  to  the  test,  Kex 
proved  to  have  true  metal  in  him.  His 
spirit  rose  to  meet  the  emergency,  and 
he  met  it  so  boldly  and  wisely  that 
everything  went  well. 

When  Joseph  Kemple  came  back  to 
his  office  it  was  with  secret  fear  and 
misgiving.  Eex  had  been  too  young  and 
inexperienced  for  the  post  he  had  been 
compelled  to  fill — something  must  have 
gone  wrong.  But  when  he  found  his 
affairs  in  excellent  order,  and  had  satis- 
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fied  himself  that  nothing  had  been  neg- 
lected or  overlooked,  there  was  a  burst 
of  relieved  feeling.  Rex  was  warmly 
praised,  and  then  sent  away  w^ith  all 
speed  to  take  his  much-needed  holiday. 

And  Eex  was  glad  of  the  permission 
to  go,  although  he  was  too  tired  to 
rejoice  in  his  freedom.  He  thought  of 
Godiva  and  Silversea  as  a  haven  of  rest 
and  sunshine.  What  he  wanted,  most 
of  all,  was  a  simny  calm ;  and  this  he 
expected  to  find  in  Godiva  Durleigh. 
He  recalled  all  her  bright  sayings  and 
tender  thoughtful  ways,  and  longed  for 
the  pleasant  companionship  of  the  past. 

And  now  he  had  seen  her,  and  found 
"her  paler,  thinner,  more  silent  than  she 
had  ever  been  before.  As  he  went  to 
rest  that  night  he  was  saddened  by  the 
thought  of  that  wan  face ;  it  haunted 
-him    in    his    d.reains.      Oh,    poor    little 
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Godiva,  who  had  been  a  sunbeam  in 
the  old  house  at  Kichmond  in  the 
summer  that  was  past ! 

He  rose  early,  and  stepped  out  upon 
the  little  balcony  to  enjoy  the  fresh  sea- 
breeze.  And  then  a  voice,  young  and 
clear,  greeted  him  with  a  gay  good 
morning.  The  balcony  extended  all  along 
the  terrace ;  and  Belle  Espinasse,  more 
beautiful  than  ever  in  the  strong  hght, 
was  standing  a  few  steps  away  from 
him. 
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CHAPTEE    XIV, 

^'  LOVEE  AND  FRIEND  HAST  THOU  PUT  FAR 
FROM  ME." 

Eex's  fortnight  had  expired.  He  was 
standing  at  the  door  of  the  carriage 
which  was  to  take  Godiva  back  to 
Chesterport,  and  saying  a  few  last  words. 
Miss  Weedon,  slowly  recovering  from 
her  illness,  had  been  worrying  the  house- 
hold w^ith  entreaties  that  Honor  raight 
return.  Without  Honor,  nothing  ever 
went  right ;  Janet,  whose  brain  was  full 
of  music,  always  made  a  muddle  of  any 
light  duty  that  she  was  asked  to  under- 
take.   The  house  was  uncomfortable  from 
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top  to  bottom,  and  matters  were  growing 
worse  every  day. 

**  Oh,  how  glad  I  am  that  Mr.  Long- 
worthy  will  depart  on  Monday !  "  Janet 
had  exclaimed.  '*  And  you'll  go  back  to 
Sybil  on  Monday  morning,  Godiva.  The 
carriage  will  bring  Honor  home  to  ns  ; 
and  I  shall  have  a  little  rest." 

Godiva  had  assented  readily  enough 
to  the  arrangements  that  had  been  made. 
On  the  whole  she  was  not  sorry  to  go 
back  to  the  cottage  and  its  suffering 
inmate.  Time  would  pass  slowly  there, 
but  it  would  glide  away  in  peace  ;  every 
hour  would  be  sweetened  by  the  know- 
ledge that  she  was  filling  her  right  place. 
And  there,  unnoticed  and  unquestioned, 
she  could  nerve  herself  to  bear  the  dull 
ache  of  a  perpetual  pain. 

'^  Good-bye,"  said  Kex  affectionately. 
"•  You  must  take  better  care  of  yourself, 
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Godiva.  Shall  I  tell  my  aunts  to  expect 
you  soon?  " 

"■  Not  soon.''  Her  smile  was  very 
sweet,  but  its  sadness  made  his  heart 
ache.  ^'  I  must  stay  with  Sybil  till  she 
can  be  moved,  you  know." 

''  But  is  there  any  need  for  you  to 
sacrifice  yourself  for  these  people  ?  "  he 
asked  half  angrily. 

"  They  have  given  me  a  home,"  she 
answered.  ''And  oh,  Hex,  you  seem  to 
have  forgotten  all  the  arguments  you 
once  used  so  successfully." 

''  Well,"  he  said,  sighing,  ''it's  a  true 
saying  that  we  know  not  what  we  do 
when  we  speak  words.  It  seemed  right 
for  you  to  come  here." 

"It  was  right,"  she  replied  firmly. 
"Don't  be  misled  by  my  pale  face,  Kex. 
'  Mislike  me  not  for  my  complexion,* "  she 
added,  with  a  little  laugh.     "  There  is  a 
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great  deal  more  strength  in  me  than 
you  suppose." 

In  spite  of  this  final  touch  of  mirth- 
fulness  hoth  felt  that  the  parting  was  a 
sad  one.  Each  was  disposed  to  blame 
the  other;  and  Kex  was  the  more  ready- 
to  blame,  because  he  was  dimly  conscious 
of  being  under  the  influence  of  a  new 
spell.  He  never  admitted  to  himself, 
even  for  a  moment,  that  he  had  set  foot 
on  that  enchanted  ground  where  all 
famihar  things  are  changed.  Only  he 
felt  that  the  world  would  be  a  greyer, 
colder,  and  tamer  place  without  Belle 
Espinasse's  beauty — that  was  all. 

It  was  with  a  sense  of  comfort  that 
Godiva  found  herself  by  Sybil's  bedside 
once  more.  Honor  was  gone,  the  nurse 
had  betaken  herself  upstairs,  and  the 
two  cousins  sat  with  clasped  hands, 
gazing  at  each  other  in  silence. 
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''  Sybil,"  said  Godiva  at  last,  '*  I  never 
saw  you  look  as  pretty  as  you  do  now. 
There  are  some  faces  that  suffering 
beautifies.  All  this  pain  has  refined  your 
face,  and  given  it  a  new  and  delicate 
beauty." 

'*  Beauty  !  "  Sybil  repeated.  ''  I  don't 
deserve  to  be  told  such  pleasant  news. 
But  if  I  am  better  looking  I  owe  the 
change  to  you,  and  not  to  my  sufferings. 
Let  me  pay  my  debt  where  it  is  due. 
There  was  something  about  you,  Godiva, 
which  brought  out  the  little  bit  of  good 
hidden  in  my  detestable  self.  You  have 
ruled  me  unconsciously,  and  thus  I  have 
learnt  to  rule  my  own  wild  spirit.  Ah, 
Godiva,  I  know  that  Uncle  Morris  was 
a  great  philanthropist ;  but  he  never  did 
better  work  than  his  daughter  has  done 
here !  " 

Godiva' s  eyes  filled  with  happy  tears. 
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".You  don't  know  how  much  I  wanted 
you  while  you  were  away,"  Sybil  went 
on.  "  Honor,  of  course,  was  kind  in  that 
business-like  way  of  hers  ;  but  Honor  at 
her  best  is  never  companionable.  She 
is  an  excellent  human  machine  which 
seldom  gets  out  of  order." 

**  My  dear  Sybil,  is  that  quite  kind? 
She  has  been  most  anxious  about  you. 
And  Miss  Weedon  was  very  trying." 

*^  Well,  perhaps  I  don't  do  Honor 
justice,"  Sybil  owned.  "I  don't  know — 
I  am  perplexed  about  my  sisters.  There 
is  Janet;  we  have  never  even  professed 
any  love  for  each  other.  If  it  were  not 
for  you  I  should  be  terribly  lonely  now. 
And  yet  it  doesn't  seem  right  to  be  so 
cold  to  my  own  people.  I  have  been 
thinking  about  it  ever  since  you  went 
away." 

"•  Then  put  it  all  out  of  your  thoughts, 
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if  you  can,  Sybil  dear.  You  are  still 
very  weak  and  nervous.  When  your 
strength  comes  back  the  way  will  appear 
clearer  before  you." 

Sybil  was  silent  for  a  minute,  and  then 
said,  ^'  Sometimes  loving  is  a  very  diffi- 
cult task,  Godiva." 

''  It  may  seem  so,  Sybil,  but  God  has 
His  own  ways  of  bringing  people  together." 

The  week  came  quietly  to  an  end. 
Sunday  morning  was  fresh  and  bright 
with  springtide  beauty,  and  Godiva  went 
along  a  path  bordered  by  dew-spangled 
grass  to  early  service.  There  were  not 
many  worshippers  in  the  dark  little 
church ;  but  the  very  spirit  of  peace 
was  there,  and  she  drank  a  deep  draught 
of  refreshment.  Mr.  Westgate,  she 
thought,  looked  tired,  as  if  all  the  heavy 
work,  done  single-handed,  were  beginning 
to  tell  upon  him. 
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She  came  back  to  the  cottage  to  find 
the  breakfast-table  spread  and  the  parlour 
scented  with  the  breath  of  a  great  bunch 
of  golden-brown  wallflowers,  standing 
among  the  cups  and  saucers.  The  post- 
man had  called  in  her  absence,  and  a 
letter  lay  beside  her  plate. 

It  was  from  Charlotte  Kemple,  and  had 
been  written  on  Saturday.  Kex  had 
arrived  at  Eichmond,  and  had  brought 
such  a  dismal  account  of  Godiva  that 
Aunt  Charlotte  sat  down  to  write  at 
once. 

"  Come  to  us  immediately,  dear  child," 
the  letter  ran.  ''  You  are  far  too  deli- 
cate to  undertake  the  duties  of  a  sick- 
room. Of  course,  you  are  a  perfect  wreck; 
and  your  cousins  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  themselves  for  having  made  use  of 
you."  (This  was  a  spark  from  Miss 
Charlotte's   hot   temper.)     **  As    for    us, 


268  OODIVA  DURLEIGE. 

our  time  of  anxiety  is  ended ;  Joseph  is 
well  again;  and  Rex  has  had  a  holiday 
of  three  weeks  instead  of  only  a  fortnight. 
After  he  had  said  good-bye  to  you,  he 
was  persuaded  to  spend  another  week 
with  General  Espinasse.  The  old  man 
has  flattered  our  boy  by  taking  an  interest 
in  the  Longworthys.  For  my  part,  I 
never  could  see  anything  to  admire  in 
that  family  beyond  good  looks ;  and  who 
does  not  know  that  beauty  is  but  food 
for  worms?"  (Here  the  writer  was 
evidently  at  her  very  worst.)  *'  As  for 
Henrietta,  if  I  talk  about  them  it  makes 
her  ill."  (Godiva  was  puzzled  by  this 
sentence ;  it  seemed  doubtful  whether 
Henrietta  was  made  ill  by  the  talk  about 
the  Longworthys  or  the  worms.)  ''  Rex 
has  not  gained  much  good  from  the  sea- 
breezes.  He  is  gloomy  and  restless,  and 
has  broken  one  of  my  dear  little  china 
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pugs.  He  is  touchy,  too.  A  few  minutes 
ago  he  told  us  Miss  Espinasse  was  coming 
to  town  for  the  season  ;  and  I  unwisely 
remarked  that  I  hoped  she  would  not 
come  to  Eichmond.  He  made  me  a 
cross  answer,  which  I  shall  not  set  down 
here  lest  it  should  pain  you.  Oh,  my 
dear  Godiva,  this  is  the  result  of  his 
friendship  with  that  odious  military  man  ! 
I  never  could  abide  soldiers.  I  write  with 
tears  in  my  eyes,  so  excuse  a  blot  and  a 
smear." 

Godiva  folded  up  the  letter,  and  sat 
looking  at  the  w^allflowers  with  an  intent 
gaze.  She  noticed  how  exquisitely  the 
brown  stripes  combined  with  the  gold  : 
and  yet,  all  the  time,  her  heart  ached 
with  an  intolerable  pain. 

She  felt  now  that  she  was  as  one 
who  has  been  roughly  awakened  from 
a  dream.      All   was   over.      No   further 
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illusion  was  possible.  If  Rex  had  re- 
tained any  of  his  old  feeling,  he  would 
not  have  spent  another  week  at  Silversea 
without  seeing  her  again. 

His  old  feeling !  Perhaps  the  most 
bitter  of  all  losses  is  the  loss  of  an 
imaginary  possession.  To  have  had  a 
firm  grasp  on  something  solid,  even  for 
a  little  while,  confers  a  kind  of  dignity 
on  the  loser.  But  our  most  sympathetic 
friends  can  scarcely  weep  with  us  over 
the  vanishing  of  a  phantom.  And  when 
Godiva  had  calmly  examined  the  past, 
she  found  nothing  substantial  there.  Rex 
had  cared  for  her,  that  she  knew ;  but  he 
had  never  been  really  and  truly  her  lover. 

^*  I  have  been  in  a  mist,"  she  thought, 
and  then  a  new  pang  smote  her  suddenly 
and  sharply.  She  was  jealous  for  the 
first  time  in  her  life,  jealous  of  Belle 
Espinasse. 
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The  consciousness  of  this  feeling 
brought  with  it  an  agony  of  self-re- 
proach. Belle  had  singled  her  out  to 
show  her  marked  kindness  :  never  once 
had  those  beautiful  lips  spoken  a  bitter 
word  to  her.  She  despised  herself  for 
regarding  Belle  as  an  enemy,  and  yet 
her  heart  was  swayed  by  a  power  stronger 
than  her  own  wall. 

She  ate  her  breakfast,  and  swallowed 
some  coffee,  lest  Mercy  should  suspect 
her  trouble.  Then,  going  softly  up  to 
her  litfcle  room,  she  bolted  the  door  and 
fell  upon  her  knees. 

It  was  a  very  poor  room,  even  for  a 
cottage,  with  a  ceiling  that  slanted  down 
on  one  side  till  it  w^as  within  a  foot  or 
two  of  the  floor.  Yet  in  a  vague  way 
the  lowliness  of  the  place  was  a  kind  of 
comfort  to  poor  Godiva  in  her  sore  dis- 
tress.    Here  she  might  be  as  miserable 


272  GODIVA   BURLEIGH. 

as  she  pleased,  and  have  no  fear  of 
intruders.  In  Albert  Yilla  there  were 
servants  coming  to  the  doors,  Honor 
moving  about,  and  Janet  running  up  and 
down  stairs.  But  in  this  quiet  nook 
there  was  only  the  blue  sky  smiling 
through  the  tiny  casement ;  only  a  bird 
that  perched  on  the  window-sill,  and 
chirped  as  cheerily  as  if  it  were  a  mes- 
senger of  hope. 

When  the  bells  began  to  ring  for  the 
second  service,  Godiva  had  conquered 
herself,  and  w^as  outwardly  calm.  Her 
passionate  prayer  for  peace  had  already 
won  an  answer.  She  was  not  happy 
3'et ;  she  did  not  even  dare  to  think  of 
happiness,  it  seemed  to  be  far  away 
beyond  the  limits  of  earth  and  time ;  but 
the  first  whisper  of  God's  soothing  voice 
had  reached  her  spirit  and  hushed  its 
cry. 
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As  she  came  downstairs  a  sweet  voice, 
speaking  gently,  in  the  next  room,  met 
her  ears.  She  looked  in,  and  saw  Lady 
Colinette  sitting  by  her  cousin's  side, 
and  talking  as  easily  as  if  they  had  been 
acquainted  for  years.  Catching  sight  of 
Godiva  she  rose  quietly,  and  the  nurse 
slipped  into  her  seat. 

'^  My  dear  child,"  she  said,  taking 
Godiva's  hand  and  leading  her  towards 
the  house  door,  ^^  we  are  going  to  church 
together.  I  have  had  a  feeling  that  you 
wanted  me.     Was  I  right  ?  " 

The  hazel  eyes,  never  wddely  opened, 
sent  a  swift  flash  of  inquiry  through  the 
dark  lashes.     Godiva  answered  at  once — 

"I  did  want  you.  I  want  you  to  help  me." 

**  Well,  I  am  going  to,"  said  Colinette 
with  gentle  decision.  ''  I  see  farther 
than  you  do.  Just  now,  dear,  your  eyes 
are  dim,  and  you  must  trust  to  mine." 

VOL.  II.  T 
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CHAPTEE   XV. 

*'  life's  buedens  fall,  its  discoeds 

CEASE." 

The  little  Norman  church  was  always 
very  dim,  even  when  the  world  outside 
was  bathed  in  a  flood  of  sunshine.  The 
shafts  of  the  massive  columns  rose  up 
into  a  perpetual  gloom  which  was  never 
penetrated  by  a  ray  of  light.  In  this 
sanctuary  the  men  of  an  earlier  day — 
stern  warriors  who  had  kept  watch  and 
ward  in  the  old  sea  castle — had  been 
wont  to  worship.  But  now  there  was 
a  very  difl'erent  congregation,  composed 
chiefly  of  townified  villagers;    and  yet 
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he  who  was  ministering  had  the  look  and 
bearing  of  that  bygone  age.  At  the 
sight  of  his  noble  face,  faintly  lit  up  by 
misty  sunbeams,  Godiva  felt  a  thrill  of 
surprise.  And  then  her  memory  recalled 
the  autumn  morning  in  Bond  Street,  and 
the  picture  of  the  kneeling  Knight. 

It  was  the  strangest  Sunday  that  she 
had  ever  known.  Her  thoughts  went 
back  to  the  days  that  were  over.  She 
seemed  to  be  looking  at  everything 
through  a  haze  ;  nothing  was  familiar, 
nothing  was  real.  But  from  these 
dreams  she  awoke  with  a  start.  Amj^ot 
Douglas  was  standing  in  the  pulpit,  and 
speaking  in  his  calm  voice.  Gentle  and 
sweet  it  fell  upon  her  unquiet  heart  ; 
as  the  words  of  the  Master  upon  the 
troubled  sea. 

And  it  was  of  that    sea — the   Sea   of 
Tiberias — that  the  preacher  spoke.     One 
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could  almost  behold  the  wide  basin  of 
cool,  sweet  water,  and  the  dreary  strand 
with  its  high  cliffs  of  basalt.  And  there, 
by  the  lake  whose  shores  were  conse- 
crated by  so  many  memories  of  Jesus, 
His  disciples  were  grouped  together;  a 
disheartened  band,  perhaps,  whose  lives 
seemed  Hat  and  tame  after  the  great 
excitement  of  the  past.  For  the  tragedy 
was  ended;  the  story  of  the  Cross  was 
told ;  and  the  sepulchre  in  the  garden 
had  given  up  its  dead.  Twice  had  the 
Lord  appeared  within  their  closed  doors, 
twice  had  He  rebuked  them  for  their 
unbelief ;  but  had  He  not  gone  away  into 
heaven,  although  He  had  promised  to  be 
wdth  them  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of 
the  world  ? 

It  must  have  seemed  indeed  to  them 
a  colourless  life  which  they  were  leading; 
a  life  which   Lad  lost  its   absorbing   in- 
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terest ;  a  life  in  which  even  hope  itself 
was  burning  low.  They  had  watched  for 
Him  to  come  to  them  once  more ;  but 
He  came  not.  The  old  haunts  that  knew 
Him  once  were  desolate  now ;  and  there 
was  nothing  to  do  but  just  to  turn  to 
the  common  work.  It  was  a  poor  busi- 
ness, this  everyday  toil  of  casting  nets ; 
and  yet  it  might  have  been  to  Saint 
Peter  a  positive  relief  to  set  about  the 
old  labour.  He  was  tired  of  waiting, 
tired  of  hearing  scornful  words  about  his 
Master,  tilled  of  his  own  weak  heart  with 
its  many  doubts  and  fears.  And  one 
could  fancy  that  he  took  up  the  familiar 
task  again  with  a  kind  of  dogged  deter- 
mination to  employ  himself.  The  Master 
had  not  come.  ^^  But  come  He  slow, 
or  come  He  fast,  or  come  He  never  at 
all,  I  go  a-fishing." 

Godiva  was  roused  out  of  her  dreamy 
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apathy.  She  was  conscious  of  having 
been  drawn  into  a  subtle  sympathy  with 
that  little  group  on  the  shore  of  the  lake. 
Their  one  absorbing  object  of  thought 
and  activity  was  gone. 

But  what  was  Amyot  Douglas  saying 
now  ?  He  was  speaking  of  that  simple 
wisdom  which  leads  us  to  turn  to  the 
humblest  duty,  rather  than  sigh  uselessly 
over  the  past.  Let  the  hands  be  busy, 
even  if  the  heart  aches.  The  meanest 
work  in  the  world  is  better  than  the 
loftiest  dream. 

'*  There  are  many  ways,"  he  said,  *^  of 
watching  for  the  Master.  Some  wait  for 
Him  like  a  child,  who  presses  its  little 
face  against  the  window;  but  that  does 
not  bring  Him  any  quicker.  Take  up 
the  usual  work  of  life,  no  matter  what 
manner  of  work  it  is.  And  then,  when 
you  are  casting  your  nets,  as  you  have 
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done  hnndreds  of  times  before,  you  will 
hear  the  Master's  voice.  He  is  sure  to 
come  when  you  have  toiled  all  night  and 
taken  nothing  !  The  empty  net  is  often 
the  sign  of  His  approach.  But  He  does 
not  come  to  those  who  hac^  dreamed  all 
day  and  done  nothing." 

There  were  other  words  that  sank  deep 
info  the  heart  of  one  forlorn  listener. 
The  preacher  spoke  of  the  old  promise 
whose  sweetness  steals  back  to  us  across 
the  ages  :  ^*  I  will  not  leave  you  comfort- 
less; I  will  come  again  to  you."  When 
the  sermon  was  ended  she  felt  as  if  it 
had  been  preached  to  her  only.  But 
how  much  soever  of  thankfulness  was  in 
her  heart,  she  could  not  speak  of  it.  She 
walked  homeward  silently  by  Colinette's 
side. 

Colinette  herself  did  not  seem  inclined 
for  much  talking.     She  simply  explained 
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that  Mr.  Douglas  had  come  down  from 
London  to  spend  a  restful  Sunday  at  Fir 
House.  And  then,  hearing  that  William 
Westgate  had  been  wearing  himself  out, 
he  had  gone  to  help  him.  Somehow 
Amyot  Douglas's  holidays  were  always 
turned  into  working-days.  If  he  ever 
left  his  own  plough  in  its  furrow,  there 
was  always  some  one  else's  plough  wait- 
ing for  his  hand. 

When  they  parted  at  the  cottage 
Colinette  held  Godiva  with  a  Hngering 
hand-clasp.  *^  Eemember  that  you  must 
lean  on  me,"  she  said  in  her  tender 
voice.  '^  There  isn't  a  step  in  a  girl's 
path  that  I  do  not  know.  I  have 
trodden  the  way  before  you." 

Godiva  went  indoors  and  found  a 
surprise  awaiting  her  there.  What  a 
bright  and  cheerful  aspect  the  parlour 
had !     The   room   seeme.d    to   be   full  of 
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sunshine  and  flowers ;  and  Sybil  was 
lying  on  a  couch  which  the  doctor  had 
procured  for  his  patient.  She  still  lay 
stiff  and  straight,  like  a  figure  on  an 
altar  tomb ;  but  her  eyes  were  growing 
bright  again.  The  nurse  had  dressed 
her  in  a  pretty  blue  wrapper,  trimmed 
with  lace. 

*^  Oh,  Sybil,  I  did  not  know  that  you 
would  leave  your  room  to-day !  "  cried 
Godiva  joyfully.  *'  And  you  don't  look 
tired.     It  is  so  good  to  see  you  here  !  " 

It  was  good  to  see  her  there ;  and 
before  the  afternoon  was  ended  some  one 
else  had  the  same  thought. 

William  Westgate  was  so  refreshed 
by  the  morning's  rest  that  he  came  to 
inquire  for  the  invalid  after  the  Sunday 
scholars  were  dismissed.  He  walked 
home  with  Mercy;  and  then  he,  too, 
found    the     Holts'    parlour     a    changed 
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place.  It  seemed  brighter  and  gayer 
altogether.  Perhaps  it  was  only  the 
effect  of  Sybil  in  her  blue  rohe  de  chamhre 
with  its  soft  abundance  of  white  lace. 
Certain  it  is  that  the  girl  had  never 
been  as  attractive  in  her  strength  and 
bloom  as  she  was  in  her  paleness  and 
quietness. 

*'  How  pleasant  this  room  is,"  said  the 
curate,  after  they  had  talked  quietly  for 
some  minutes.  '^  It  must  be  the  sun- 
shine, I  suppose,  that  makes  it  so  cheer- 
ful to-day." 

But  it  is  not  sunlight,  nor  art  furniture, 
nor  decorations  of  any  kind  which  make 
the  pleasantness  of  certain  rooms  that 
we  know  and  love.  It  is  the  sweet 
associations  that  cling  like  a  perfume  to 
the  walls. 

There  was  a  change  in  Sybil  besides 
the   changes  that  had  been  wrought  by 
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weeks  of  suffering.  Her  quietness  was 
not  all  feebleness.  A  storm  within  her 
had  been  laid  at  rest ;  the  passion  and 
fever  of  her  life  were  stilled.  She  had 
learnt  certain  lessons  which  some  can 
only  learn  in  bodily  weakness.  Others, 
with  quieter  natures,  may  be  taught  the 
same  lore  while  they  are  moving  about 
in  the  world. 

^'  Yes,  I  like  this  room,"  said  Sybil, 
lifting  her  head  a  little  and  looking 
round  with  a  smile.  ^*  At  first,  when  I 
found  myself  in  this  cottage,  I  thought 
it  unendurable.  But  it  has  grown 
almost  dear  to  me." 

*^You  wiinbe  glad  to  go  back  to 
Silversea,  won't  you  ? "  Mr.  Westgate 
asked.  ''  You  are  not  like  the  prisoner 
of  Chillon,  who — 

'  Eegained  his  freedom  witU  a  sigli.' " 

^^  No,  I  never  could  understand   that 
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old  man,"  Sybil  answered.  *'It  is  in- 
credible that  any  one  could  be  sorry  to 
return  to  fresh  air  and  sunshine  and 
flowers.  But  all  these  blessings  have 
been  sent  to  visit  me  in  my  captivity. 
And  greater  blessings  too." 

It  seemed  impossible  that  it  was  Sybil 
who  spoke.  But  she  was  the  kind  of 
woman  in  whom  a  change  is  swiftly 
wrought.  It  was  a  soil  in  which  the 
good  seed  took  a  deep  root  downward, 
and  bore  its  blossom  and  fruit  quickly 
and  abundantly.  The  girl  of  to-day — 
warm,  ardent  in  her  gratitude — might 
well  have  startled  those  who  knew  the 
girl  of  the  past,  with  her  passionate 
dislikes  and  savage  selfishness. 

*'  Sickness  does  us  good  when  it  makes 
us  grateful  for  our  small  mercies,"  the 
curate  said,  with  a  sympathetic  look  at 
the  bright,  pale  face. 
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*^  Small!"  echoed  Sybil  with  all  her 
old  audacity.  '^  What  is  your  notion  of 
a  large  mercy,  Mr.  Westgate  ?  My 
blessings  are  so  vast  that  there  is  not 
room  enough  to  contain  them,  and  I 
hope  they'll  spread  into  other  people's 
lives.  All  my  worst  troubles  have  come 
through  trying  to  hug  good  things  close 
to  myself.  I  hated  the  idea  of  sharing 
anything." 

'^  Now,  Sybil,  you  need  not  describe 
yourself  as  a  monster,"  Godiva  inter- 
posed. 

^^  I  was  a  monster,"  said  Sybil  firmly; 
*^  especially  to  you.  Do  you  think  I  will 
let  Mr.  Westgate  come  here  and  suppose 
he  is  visiting  an  every-day  sick  person  ? 
He  ought  to  know  all  about  the  old 
wickedness  that  was  crushed  out  of  me 
when  I  fell  off  the  wall." 

Mr.  Westgate  was  amused  and  deeply 
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interested.  He  had  been  feeling  utterly 
tired  and  spent  when  Amyot  Douglas 
came  with  his  timely  help.  And  now 
that  he  had  enjoyed  the  benefit  of  a 
little  rest,  he  was  fresh  enough  to 
receive  new  impressions  eagerly.  Sybil 
Durleigh  certainly  was  not  "  an  every- 
day sick  person." 

When  he  rose  to  go  he  asked  if  he 
might  return  on  the  morrow,  and  read 
to  her  in  the  evening  ? 

"Can  you  really  give  me  some  of 
your  time  ?  "  the  girl  said  eagerly. 
"Yes,  Mr.  Westgate,  I  shall  enjoy  the 
reading  very  much ;  and  it  will  be  a 
pleasure  which  Godiva  can  share." 

Long  afterwards,  when  the  pain  in  her 
heart  had  deepened,  Godiva  looked  back 
thankfully  on  those  pleasant  readings. 
The  evenings  were  softly  cool;  the 
cottage  parlour  was   at  its   brightest  at 
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the  close  of  day,  when  the  light  poured 
in  through  vine  tendrils  and  fresh  muslin 
draperies.  William  Westgate's  full- 
toned  voice  and  pure  enunciation  would 
have  satisfied  more  critical  listeners  than 
the  two  girls,  who  drank  in  every  word 
with  delight.  Little  Mercy  hovered  near 
the  door,  and  lost  nothing. 

Never  before  had  Sybil  given  much 
attention  to  poetry;  her  restless,  dis- 
satisfied spirit  had  turned  away  from 
measured  lines.  But  at  the  end  of  the 
first  page  of  ^^  Elaine  "  her  imagination 
woke  up.  She  had  forgotten  aches  and 
pains,  [and  lay  on  her  couch  with  lips 
parted  and  tremulous,  and  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  reader,  all  the  beauty  of  the 
wonderful  poem  sinking  deep  into  her 
soul. 

^'  Thank  you,"  she  said,  drawing  a  long 
breath  when  the  idyll  came  to  an  end. 
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^^  Illness  must  have  changed  me  very 
much.  I  never  found  any  pleasure  in 
poetry  when  I  was  strong  and  w^ell ;  and 
now  I  love  it.  Shall  I  cease  to  care  for 
it,  I  wonder,  if  strength  comes  back?  " 

*'  No,"  Godiva  answered. 

William  Westgate  was  watching  her 
attentively. 

**  There  are  certain  tastes  which  can 
only  be  developed  in  |)eace  and  quiet- 
ness," he  said  after  a  pause.  ^'Illness 
gives  these  tastes  a  chance  of  develop- 
ment. You  needed  rest,  Miss  Durleigh 
— rest,  and  leisure  to  find  out  all  your 
own  unsuspected  likings  and  wants." 

There  was  the  calm  of  a  rested  body 
and  soul  on  her  face  when  he  was  gone. 
She  lay  looking  through  the  lattice  with 
its  wreath  of  vines,  watching  the  dusk 
deepen,  and  the  faint  twinkle  of  a  star 
in  the  dim  grey.     Both  girls  were  gazing 
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at  the  star;  but  they  gazed  with  different 
thoughts  in  their  hearts.  Sybil  thought 
of  unexpected  lights  that  rise  in  people's 
lives — of  a  guiding  gleam  that  comes 
when  the  twilight  falls  upon  a  life. 

^^  How  sensible  and  true  he  is !  ''  she 
said  abruptly.  *^  Godiva,  I  am  glad  that 
I  have  known  Mr.  Westgate." 

*'  Have  known  ?  ''  her  cousin  repeated. 
"  Don't  you  think  the  friendship  will 
last?" 

"  One  can  hardly  tell,"  said  Sybil 
thoughtfully.  **  We  are  going  home  the 
day  after  to-morrow,  and  he  will  return 
to  London  very  soon.  But — I  wish  the 
friendship  could  grow  and  strengthen  !  " 

**  Do  not  fear."  Godiva  turned  towards 
her  for  a  moment  with  a  smile,  and  then 
looked  out  into  the  dusk  again  with  sad 
eyes.  **  Sometimes  the  new  friend  stays 
by  one's  side,  and  the  old  comrade  finds 
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another  path.  Sybil,  one  never  knows ! 
The  cord  that  was  woven  after  years 
of  toil  may  snap  in  a  moment,  and  the 
bond  of  yesterday  may  endure  through 
eternity." 

Sybil  looked  at  her  thoughtfully  and 
wonderingly,  when  they  parted  for  the 
night. 


END    OF   VOL.    II. 
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